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Duct Taped To A Flag Pole 


Author's Notes: 

hello Rockfic! i have been lurking on this site for ages and JUST NOW scrounged up the courage to post one of 
my own works, which of course happens to be morally questionable and only slightly kinky! :) Imk if this should 
be continued or left as a stand alone, i'm on the fence about it! regardless, its pretty silly 


It was hot. Florida hot. Hot enough that the air felt wet, and heavier than it usually was with the thick smog 
that wrapped around Nashville in the industrial parts. It bounced right off the roads, a fucked-up mirage 
shimmering in the distance. The summer was the weeks of white-hot heat waves, humid evenings and lazier- 


than-usual rehearsals. Slash even busted out his cargo shorts. Izzy remained unflappable as ever. 


| had made the pilgrimage from the sanctity of my own comfortable, quiet, empty hotel room to the bar that 
sat conveniently just two blocks down the street; sweating in my torn acid wash jeans and pilfered Slut tee. The 
sun was beginning to set over the horizon, blessedly, but it didn't make it any less stuffy; and by the time | 
made it to the front door | was already sticky and exhausted and not looking forward to the long evening ahead 
of me, which was inevitable if | knew my so-called friends; and I'd like to think | knew them pretty well. 


| don't drink. Not normally. 


Messes with the vocal chords, or so I'm told. Most nights on tour are spent locked in with a bottle of Dom 
Perignon and a cup of honeyed lemon tea to sooth the raw ache in my throat, and maybe a fancy cheese tray 
if | feel like eating after a particularly strenuous performance. Girls were a rare commodity, as were drugs, 
and these days | could care less about either; instead opting to stay inside my room and sip my drinks and eat 


my cheese and unwind- 

Tonight, however, | had no such luck. 

Events like these didn't slip past people like Steven Adler. Steven Adler had a keen eye for special forthcomings, 
so of course it was imperative that everyone took part in celebrating. I'd managed to fend off most of his 
ideas and advocations, like cake and party streamers and poorly themed outfits ("Playboy bunnies, Popcorn? 
Really? Not a chance in hell’), but the one thing | couldn't deny him was a night out with the band. | wanted to, 
| really wanted to.. but | caved in the end. 

Just once,’ | thought, glowering at his beaming, sunshiney face. ust one more time and lil cut him off for good' 


"It definitely won't be the last time," he sang, like he had picked my brain apart and read my thoughts. 


He was probably right, but it still gave me the heebie-jeebies. How'd he know what | was thinking? Was it 


written on my forehead or something? 

Fact of the matter is he begged, and | am a weak-willed fool. Simple as that. 

So inside | march with a scowl on my face and my shoulders squared back, scaring a few patrons into glancing 
away and cowering when turned my head to cast them a withering look. Pub life wasn't my thing. Cat houses, 


sure. Private parties rented out in prestigious venues? | could handle a few of those, easy. 


"Axl!" A voice reaches my ears, and for a moment | consider playing dumb and pretending | didn’t hear it so | 


could turn around and waltz back out the door. | had already ordered those cheese trays before the gig-- 


"Axl!" They call again, and shit- that was a little too loud and obvious to just mishear, wasn't it? "Get over 


here, Rosie!" 

| sigh. | turn. | squint. 

Steven is nearly laid flat over the surface of a booth table, waving an arm in my direction like he was trying 
to flag down a helicopter. Our eyes meet and he smiles like the big dumb idiot he is, clapping and hollering and 


gaining a slap on the back of his head from a clearly-embarrassed Izzy. 


| crack a smile at that. 


"So the birthday boy graces us with his presence once again," Slash drawls, reaching out to punch me in the 


hip once | make it to their table, "to what do we owe the pleasure?" 


"Steven threatening to break all my favorite records if | didn't turn up for my own party," | grit, glaring 
daggers across the table as | slide into the only free spot available; next to Duff, who looks distraught for two 
seconds as he registers me sidling in beside him. It's strange behavior, but l'm entirely too sober to care right 


now. 


"Among other things," Steven laughs, "but yeah, mainly the records! And don't you even dare think about 


leaving early, mister. Or those among other things will become among everythings. Trust me on this." 
| trusted him on it. 


"Whatever you plan on doing will be reflected tenfold," | say conversationally, reaching for the drink menu, 


"you've heard of turnabout, yeah?" 


Steven blows a raspberry, and gets two swats to the back of his head this time. | snicker, and Izzy rolls his 


eyes. 
"Anything you want?" He asks. 


| hum. "For you to free me from these shackles so | can get back to watching cable reruns and eating my 


fancy cocktail snacks in peace?" 


‘| meant from the menu, dickweed. If you won't let us get you actual fuckin’ presents for your birthday, at 
least let us feed you. No cheese, no ham cubes. Real food" 


| lean back in my seat. "Not hungry." 


Slash sneers. "Pick an entree and stop being a party-pooper, Ax." He thrusts a large, laminated list of dishes 
towards me, and | take it out of reflex. "I'll pick for you if you don't, and I'll make sure its something you won't 


like. Then I'll force you to eat it, and take pictures so | have something to laugh at later." 


| shift in my seat, stewing over my next set of carefully-constructed insults. A thigh brushes mine for a 
fleeting moment and | notice Duff stiffen from the corner of my eye, quickly jerking his leg away like he'd been 


burned. 


"Sorry," he says drily. | nod once, but | had the feeling he was aware of my sudden confusion. What crawled up 
his ass and died? 


| ended up choosing a plate of chicken nuggets and a small side of fries to go with it. The nuggets were 
dinosaur shaped and | took great pleasure in biting their heads off, blatantly ignoring the way my bandmates 
watched the scene unfold with horror in their eyes. They were mortified, but | was actually quite pleased with 


my order. 


"At least the kid's entrees come with a free icecream cone for dessert," Steven supplies helpfully, shrugging 


when | glance up at him. "Easy substitute for the whole no cake dilemma." 


Yeah.. that made sense, | guess. | rolled my own shoulders in response, biting into another nugget so it could 


join it's other six headless siblings. Izzy watches plaintively from across the table. 
"You're a sadistic fucker, you know that?" 
| smiled. Of course | knew that. 


PLE 


As the night progressed, | could feel my inhibitions being plucked away one by one like errant hairs caught in a 
ponytail band. 


I'm not sure how many drinks | ended up having-- four, maybe? --before | was completely loose-tongued and 
carefree, but | definitely got there; giggling and boisterous and not my usual self. | hated drinking, but right 
now | was feeling pretty peachy. 


Beside me, Duff sat vigilant with his fortress of tall empty beer glasses surrounding him. He was sloshed too, | 
think, if his slumped posture was anything to go by, but he held perfectly still and chain smoked and kept his 
thoughts to himself, only speaking when spoken to and staring off into space when he was left to his own 


devices. 


Slash and Steven wandered off to play a drunken game of pool, being as disruptive and loud as ever. They 
bumped into everything that was in direct line of their feet and cackled like lunatics when it happened, too; 
leading me to believe that everyone gotten equally piss-drunk tonight and there was no safe way to properly 
drag them all home-- 


Until Izzy plops down adjacent from me, nursing his own bottle of beer and looking entirely level-headed while 


doing so. | blink at him. 
"Where did you go?" | ask, because | hadn't noticed he left in the first place. 


"Mingled," he replies, and leaves it at that. Very uncharacteristic, | think, and very spontaneous-- since when 
was Stradlin a fuckin’ extrovert? 


"Since | realized sweet talking female bar tenders usually scores me free drinks," he says again, and | nearly 
choke on my fifth glass of whiskey. | hadn't meant to say that out loud. "Which I'm gonna stop doing, by the 


way, since | noticed l'm the only semi-coherent person in this joint and someone's gotta drive." 


"l'm coherent," | argue, frowning. 

"Lies." 

"l'm coherent enough" 

Izzy sighs. "Uh huh." His tone is disbelieving, teasing, and it stokes a fire in my chest. | clench my jaw. 

"See, this is the reason why |--" 

"Yadda yadda yadda, my name's Axl and l'm a buzzkill, blah blah blah," Steven chimes, seemingly materializing 
out of thin air. He flicks my ear and | hiss. "Loosen up, have a couple more drinks on me. You'll need the buzz 
if you're gonna get your presents later." 


| frown. "I already said no presents a thousand fuckin’ times over. I'm just gonna return ‘em." 


He grins conspiratorially. "These ones aren't your typical kind of presents, Ax. And they aren't up for 


negotiation, either." He shoves my glass closer towards me and | grab it with a scowl. "Drink" 

Against my better judgement, | do. 

IIT/1/1 

Two hours later, | find myself draped over the long line of Duff's thighs, trying my hardest to ignore the way 
his bones dig and press uncomfortably into the skin of my stomach. It hurts, but I'm capable of brushing the 
pain off in lieu of raw, unbridled anticipation coursing through my veins. 

Not in a good way, though. I've never been a fan of this weird shit. 

From above me, Duff's breathing has gone ragged. | can feel the way his heart picks up speed the longer l'm 
sprawled out in his lap, can feel the way his spine shudders with each passing exhale. He was anticipating this 
too, | think. 

“Twenty-five,” Slash exclaims from somewhere above me, though | couldn't tell exactly where. He sounds very 
pleased about the whole situation that | never actually agreed to. Fuckin’ Adler. Ill get him back for all his 
empty threats against my record collection" Twenty-five spanks for the birthday boy! Maybe now he'll consider 
letting us get him a gift next year, huh?" 

"| dunno, man," comes the disembodied voice of Stevie, "this is pretty great, too. Look at his face!" 


| can hear you," | snarl. 


Steven laughs. "I know!" 


l'm drunk, so drunk that | don't even feel the need to go on a homicidal killing spree for them putting me in a 
position like this; and | think that was their plan all along. | want to be angry, | want to throw punches and kicks 
and yank their teeth out one by one.. 


~ but | just. Can't. So | dangle there, one part curious and two parts pissed off. 


| wiggle, trying to get a little more comfortable hanging limp over Duff's skeletal thighs. A hand comes down to 
grip at my back and stop me and | grunt, brows furrowing, attempting to turn and glance up at Duff with 
unbridled hostility in my eyes. He just stares down, looking fearful, and narrowly avoids my gaze when | silently 


challenge him to try and hold me down again. 


"Look away, dude, | can't do this seriously with you staring at me like that." Its the most I've heard him speak 
all night. 


Seriously” | try to snap, but my drunken filter slurs it into a whine, "Isn't coming to this stupid fuckin’ bar 
drinkin’ these stupid fuckin’ drinks enough punishment already?" 


"Not nearly," Slash shoots back, "we ate and we drank and now we play party games. It's code, man" 


"Whatever happened to spin the bottle?" Duff flinches again, but | ignore it. "Pin the tail on the donkey? Seven 


minutes in Heaven?" 
"You wanna kiss us in a closet for seven minutes, Ax?" 


Hell no, | didn't. But still- my point remained! It was the principle of the thing; there were other options to 
choose from besides making an ass out of your shit-drunk singer in a bar full of people, right? What straight 


man did this? Chose to do this? 


‘Its not a game, it's a consequence. And | think we've stalled long enough!" Steven giggles, and | feel pressure on 
my shoulder. He's patting me. | squirm, ready to bite his hand off, but he pulls away before | get the chance 
to. "Duff?" 


After a moment warm, large hands fall over me; one in the small of my back, the other coaxing me to lay 


back flat over his legs. | comply, wincing at the painful cut of his bony limbs in my poor guts. 


"One," | hear Duff say, his voice vibrating slightly through his thighs. I'm about to sit up again, maybe strangle 
him first before beaming the rest of my band across face with their own beer bottles, but before | could 


even scrabble to find leverage, something hard and quick swats me on my left asscheek. 


"Ow! Christ- what the fuck? | seethe, writhing. "Was this your plan all along? Get me drunk and-- and pliant 


enough to agree to whatever homoerotic bullshit--" 


"Itd go quicker if you chilled out," Duff says, tone flippant. It only serves to piss me off that much more. 


"Two." 


Another smack lands across my ass, the other cheek this time, and | growl. How much humiliation is one guy 


supposed to take? Oh his birthday no less? 
"Harder," Steven says. "He's not even crying! Where's the fun in that?" 


"A once in a lifetime opportunity and you're wasting it, McKagan," Slash agrees airily, "c'mon, hit him like he 


stole your money!" 


Duff repositions his feet beneath me, spreading his legs a little further apart. "Sorry," he says again, the same 


way he had earlier. "Three." 

The next slap that rains down is hard and unrelenting; | can feel Duff's knuckles through the material of his 
gloves. | jolt at the impact, cursing, and the resulting uproar of laughter from my friends is enough to make 
me see red; my cheeks growing hot. 

| begin to struggle again. "Duff--" 

"Four" 

Harder this time, | can actually hear the sound of leather meeting jean material. It hurts sharply- | snarl and 
dig my fingers into the meat of his thigh, threatening the security of him, his family, and everything he holds 
dear. He swallows. 


"Five--" 


"What is this? Some channel seven pansy after-hours sex program? Whatcha gonna do next, tickle him? You're 


supposed to make him regret it, not learn to like it! Do it again, but with meaning! 
Duff hesitates. Thinks about it. And then he does. 


The blow is so powerful it jostles me on his lap, the resounding crack of leather on jeans so loud it nearly 


sounds like bare skin. | cry out, clenching my hands, and curl my back out of instinct. 
"That's more like itl" Steven crows. 
"Six." Duff's voice wavers. 


Another one, just as hard, sharp and painful and intense. | yelp again, gripping onto his leg for dear life, and the 
burn that radiates afterwards spreads through my lower back and down the lengths of my legs. 


"You're gonna split the skin open," | whimper feebly. 


"No you won't," Slash assures him, "I grew up getting these just for shits and giggles ‘cause everybody 
thought it made an entertaining centerpiece at parties. And they were right! Keep going.’ 


Duff's hand shifts, rising from where he let it rest on my back, and | tense. 
He inhales deeply. 

"Seven" 

/1/11// 

~ By thirteen, I'm a writhing, blubbering mess. 


| should be embarrassed by how easily | was drawn to tears, but the pain was almost unbearable and Duff 


was relentless; abusing a tender spot he'd learned was especially sensitive right where thigh meets cheek. 


He swings down again, arm steady, and | jump at the harsh way his palm connects with my already-abused 


skin, a sob tearing it's way through my throat. Somehow, the jeans amplify the feeling. 


| squirm, thoroughly fed-up, wiping at my face with the back of my wrist and opening my mouth to tell him to 


stop, but Slash cuts in once he sees my defeated expression 


"You really gonna back out after only fourteen little swats, Rose? | thought you were stronger than that." He 
tsks, the rattle of ice cubes in a cup giving me the vague image of him sipping on a drink. "I lasted way longer 


than you did on my last birthday- and they were using a belt" 


"Wh-- Whatever weird fetishes you ‘n your kin have.." | suck in a breath of air, grateful for the break in 


torture. "I'm not interested in hearing about ‘em, fucker" 


Slash laughs, and then there's a stretch of silence. He must have gestured for Duff to continue then, because 
| hear the blonde murmur a quiet "fifteen" before he's delivering another hard blow, lurching me forwards 


from the force of it. 


| cry and hiss and writhe, squirming to try and dim the hot sensation. The strange tingle that warms the 
backs of my thighs has long since traveled elsewhere; and | was well aware of the fact that, at some point, it 


didn't feel nearly as bad as it did from the start. It almost started feeling good 


And Duff's free arm, pinning me down so that | didn't wiggle out of his lap and onto the floor-- that, that also 
felt good. | had tried a few times to get up, just to test how he'd react, and he very forcefully elbowed me 
back down to his knees each time | did; the following hits much harder, almost punishing me for wanting to 


leave. Those didn't feel particularly good, but the way he shivered when | would yelp and jerk in response did 


I'm hard. | don't know how it led up to this, but it did, and | am, and | can do fuckall about it. 


l'm sure Duff is aware of it too, maybe, but | sincerely hope he isn’t. | hope he's still just as drunk as he was 
when we started this whole thing and he's completely oblivious to the solid object digging directly into his thigh. 


"Sixteen," Duff breathes. 


The slap is a sweet kind of pain. The moment it blossoms into a feeling of pure agony, my hips jerk just enough 
over his lap that | catch a hint of pleasure amidst it the throes of it; pulling a choked moan from my lips 
before | can stop myself. 


Luckily, nobody is the wiser. 
Nobody but Duff. 


He goes still, and | close my eyes as though it might block out whatever insanity is brewing inside my head. 


Death sounds great right about now. He swallows. 


tts just my lighter, l'm on the verge of saying, but it doesn't matter, because he's swatting me again, forcing a 
strangled shout from my chest. My aching groin grinds across his thigh and | stutter a gasp, willing myself to 
remain still 


"That was seventeen," Duff grits out. 


His hand touches my ass again and | jump, but this time it lingers; rubbing soothing circles into the raw, 
beaten flesh. If | was any more sober | would deck him in the face for something like that, but I'm not, so 
instead | nuzzle my clammy cheek into his hip, sighing at the gentle treatment. 


"You're doing so well," Duff praises, and my blood runs hot. This is definitely crossing borders I'd never 
dreamed of crossing with Duff, but | couldn't find it in myself to care. | liked it, | think My dick liked it, 
certainly. 

"They're gone now," he says, "do you want me to stop?" 

| blink my eyes open, turning my head so that | could inspect the rest of the bar. 

Empty, save for a few patrons peppered here and there. They were making a valiant effort in not looking our 
way, which | was ever grateful for. I'm sure this'll show up in a paper somewhere, but right now | don't mind. 


ltd make for a funny article, maybe. I'd laugh at it. 


lm quiet for too long, | think, because Duff's hand comes crashing down without warning, and once again, l'm 


crying out and thrusting involuntary into his lap. It feels good- real good and l'm craving more, so | surprise 


myself by snapping my hips against him of my own volition; chasing that dual sensation of pleasure and pain 


"Duff" | moan, shuddering, and he responds in kind, rubbing his fingers into the tender spots on my ass, digging 
them in when he feels me push back eagerly into his touch. 


"Fuck" | can feel his hands shaking. "Should | stop?" He asks again, and this time I'm sure | have my answer. 


Let it be known that |, W. Axl Rose, am not gay. | have never considered the idea of being gay, I've never 
entertained the mirimal gay thoughts I've had since walking this miserable mortal plane, and nor did | ever plan 


to. l'm an ass guy, except boobs are pretty awesome too; and | like curves, long hair, flawless complexions and- 


Vaginas, first and foremost. Vaginas are fucking great. I'll be the first to say that vaginas could be considered 
works of art. Monet-level shit, hung up in museums for the snobby self-entitled type to get a good eyeful of 


and bid ridiculous sums of money on 
Tonight, however, a new contender joined the competition And he most certainly did not have a Picasso pussy. 


Duff's fingers continue to knead, and for a second, | nearly say no. | want to say no.. but then his whole hand, 
his entire, manly long-fingered hand wraps around a cheek and squeezes, and it forces me out of whatever 


horny, Jack-induced daze | was in long enough to gather some of my bearings. 


| was bent over Duff's lap. Duff McKagan's fucking lap, getting spanked, by Duff motherfucking McKagan, in a 
public bar. 


Why was | getting spanked again? What was the context? Where the hell did everyone run off to when they 


were practically drooling for this entire event, anyway? 


"Yes," | finally say, and muster up enough drunken strength to push myself off of Duff's lap and onto my own 
two feet. This time, he lets me. | sway unsteadily and catch myself on his shoulder, pulling away a moment 


later when | realize I'd gone out of my way to touch him this time. 
"Hum," Duff clears his throat. | look down at him. 


He's red in the face, a light film of sweat clinging to his features. It could have been easily blamed on the 
scorching Tennessee weather, but a glance further down confirmed all the suspicions | might have held; not 


that it came as a surprise in any way at all. His disheveled appearance wasn't the heat's doing. 

There, rising proudly from the confines of his tight leather pants, was the most obscenely graphic dick-print 
I'd ever had the pleasure of seeing, hard and needy and something /had instigated. It wasn't just anybody's dick 
though, it was Duffs. Duffs dick was hard and /was the reason for it. 


The hairs on the back of my neck prickle at this revelation. 


"Axl." Duff trails off, but I'm not paying attention. I'm still staring. It twitches, | think, and | make a startled 


little noise in response. "Hey.. listen, we're both smashed--" 


"Right," | say, because.. yeah. He's right. | want to comment on his erection that was still as prevalent as ever, 


but that would mean I'd have to acknowledge my own, too, and | can't think of any retorts for that, so | don't. 
We ignore the elephants in the room. 


"You made it to eighteen?" He tries again, voice rising a few octaves as he attempts to shrug off the 


awkwardness. | nod, glancing around the bar so that | don't end up combusting out of sheer embarrassment. 
"Where did.. hum, all of the others--" 


"| dont know," Duff says, and | watch very intently as he repositions himself more comfortably in his pants, 
angling his dick upwards and into his waistband to avoid looking too obvious. His tent disappears just like that, 
but mine is still on full display. 


He's polite enough that he doesn't make an effort to look at it. 


"Okay" | shift my feet, and my ass stings like Satan had whipped it himself. "Thank you.. for the.. Uh. Booze," | 
blurt, picking up a cold headless dinosaur nugget, “food.. 'n the sore ass. I'll. erm. I'll let you guys get me gifts 


next year, you made your point.” 
Duff nods, staring at the nugget in my hand like it was the most interesting thing in the world. 


“Alright. So, l'm gonna." | point towards the door leading to the outside of the bar, slowly inching away from 
the table, and Duff simply nods again 


"Night," he says. Then, almost like an afterthought, "And happy birthday.’ 


"Yep, thanks. Night," | call back, staggering my way through the dimly-lit establishment so that | could return 
to my hotel room and forget this ever happened. Fuck- I'll drink enough overpriced wine to make sure that | 
do, too, if thats what it takes. | toss the chicken somewhere in a passing gutter, not even sure why | grabbed 
it in the first place. 


Its dark and | narrowly avoid crashing into oncoming cars on my way back, ass feeling like I'd shredded it in a 


meat grinder. Or slid down a sand paper slide, or had a chunk of it bitten off by a bear-- 


| scale the stairs with slow, tender movements, grimacing with each step that | take. An older woman from the 
room across from mine shoots me a dirty look and | stick my tongue out at her without really thinking about 


it, pulling my keys free and shambling inside. 


| skip the shower. Skip the cheese. Skip the wine- although | do grab the bottle and take it with me to bed. 
Flopping down over the covers, | don't even bother shucking my clothes off to let my battle wounds breathe. | 
simply just close my eyes, and will whatever dark entity there is in the world to smite me down in my sleep. 
And maybe smite the chub l'm still sporting down, too, while it's at it. 


| huff out a long, agonized groan. 


Steven can get fucked. I'm never celebrating my birthday with them again. 


There's A Reason You're Single 


Author's Notes: 
if the humor isn't coming across well enough in this story i apologize hahaha, i'm trying to find the balance. 


here's the second installment! 


A week passes, and | almost forget about the aforementioned Spankening, as titled by Slash. Almost 


We've played two more gigs since then and I've cried more tears for my own ass than I'd like to admit, but 
things were fine, and | was able to waddle to the drug store and pick up some medicated salve for the wounds 
(| knew the skin would break, dammit), so sitting down didn't come as much of a hassle. In fact, the only real 
inconvenience was the caulky aftermath left inside my pants after | slathered that shit on, which was also fine, 
because I'd rather deal with my ass glued to my jeans than take ten minutes just to pop a squat in a chair, 
spewing expletives and holding back the waterworks while | did so. Fair trade, | suppose. 


You win some, you lose some. 


In addition, instead of throttling my band the morning after and burying their corpses somewhere in the 
southern backwater boonies, | had let them all keep their heads under the basis that we did not ever, ever 


speak about my disaster of a birthday celebration again. Ever. 
Wiped from our memories. Gone. Eradicated. 


Everyone seemed more than okay with this plot, including Duff, who nodded animatedly when | brought it up 
before he went back to sucking down cigarettes as if it were his last day on Earth. He was probably convinced 
that it was, now that | think about it, but | had solemnly swore to touch naught a hair on his head, nor 
anybody else's, should he take the oath to keep his trap shut and mind his P's and Q's and never put his hands 


near my ass again. 


Like | said, he agreed, so we were all even Steven | even let him sit in the same room as me only three days 
after the incident, and that's as good an act of forgiveness as any in my own right opinion. He kept his 
distance, | kept mine.. we played shows, the soreness in my backside subsided after a little TLC, and life went 


on as normal. 
„until it didn't. 


| mean- okay, it did, don't get me wrong. Everyone left it in the past and l'm incredibly grateful for that, but | 
was still stuck wondering just what the absolute fuck that entire shitshow was supposed to achieve. No 
birthday presents? Its been this way for a while, and they were all aware of it by now; Zzy especially, 


But then- they seemed so keen on making Duff their frontman when the time came for me to receive my 
‘gifts’, and that strange doom and gloom aura he had hanging over his head the entire night was immediately 


lifted and replaced with.. 
What? Excitement? Giddiness? 


Thus leading us down a slippery slope of drunken exhibitionism where we both ended up getting a little too into 
it, maybe, and | popped an accidental stiffy because there was perhaaaps the slight off-chance | might have 
enjoyed some tough love where few women dared to tread, and Duff, well Duff was just as enthusiastic about 


the whole sadomasochism thing as | was because he was packing a pretty impressive-- 


"Nope," | blurt abruptly, tight-lipped, slotting spare pocket change into the hotel vending machine and mashing 
the Coke button. It takes it's sweet ass time dropping the can into the bottom compartment and | lean against 
it, clenching and unclenching my fists. "No." 


Shit, | want answers. | made the rest of Guns swear themselves to secrecy and self induced brain-bleaching so 


we could live out the rest of our days birthday-spank free, and here | was, practically losing sleep over the 


why's and the what ifs. 

| had to do something about it. 

| was going to do something about it. 
"God fucking damnit." 


So | take my soda, leave what tattered remains of my dignity | had left by the machine, and set out to find 
the one person | knew who would give me the full honest answer; no strings attached. He was honest, probably 
the most honest out of all of us, and if | was to get some peace of mind over the whole ordeal, | knew he'd 


likely be the only one to help me achieve it. 
"Slash." 


Outside by the pool is where | find him, clad in palm tree printed swimwear and a pair of aviators nestled deep 
within his frizzled lion's mane. He's drinking something-- a screwdriver, maybe? --and he doesn't seem intent 
on finishing it anytime soon; the cup perspiring in the scorching August heat, ice nearly fully melted as it 
floats around the edges. He tilts his head in my direction 


"Sup?" 


"So.. | had a few questions, if you're cool with that," | say, sitting down gingerly on the chair beside his. Very 
gingerly 


"May, shoot," he prompts. | can't believe l'm actually about to break my own fucking troth here. 


"You remember my birthday last week when we all got a little tipsy?" | ask, and the topic seems to garner his 
attention. He turns his head towards me a little more and nods for me to continue, "And you all conspired to 


give me lacerations on my ass instead of actual, real birthday presents--" 


"You wouldn't let us get you real birthday presents, but yeah, | remember," he says with another nod, 


"continue." 


"Well, | realize I'm bein’ a huge fuckin hypocrite here by speaking about it when | said we'd never speak about 
it again, ever, but | just gotta know.." | inhale sharply. "Why." 


A brief silence follows. And then, "why?" 


"Yes. Why. Why did you do it? What possessed you and gave you the idea that something like that was even 
inherently okay? At all? 


Slash's shoulders square at that, like I'd struck a nerve. "Cause its usually supposed to be funny, man. Come 


on, you act like it's something that's never happened to anyone else before. It's a real thing, Ax." 


"Yeah, for familes! It's the kind of shit your mom would do to you, not your fuckin’ bandmates! Who the hell 
orchestrated that whole thing, anyway? You 


"Steven," Slash grumbles, "and Duff, maybe. But mostly Steven" 

Speaking of which, "And who put it up to Duff to be the one who did if?" 
"He volunteered to do it" 

Oh. ".. what?" 


"Yeah. When the time came to pick who'd be the person to do it, he said he'd take one for the team. It was 


meant to be a joke," Slash continues, "my guess is it was taken a little too far." 


| snort, incredulous. Because spanking your friend like some scene out of a professor meets naughty schoolgirl 


blockbuster porno could be taken so jovially, right? 


"It was practically assault," | reply, flicking the tab of my soda with idle fingers, "I could get him canned for the 
shit he pulled on me." 


"Good thing you were both suuuper drunk, then 


"What-- are you even-- Slash, he groped me!" 


"Yeah, and you let him. From what he told me, you were enjoying yourself the entire time, too.” 

Slash is, without reservation, completely amused by the subject. He's bracing himself on one knee, his free 
hand dangerously close to tipping the rest of his drink all over the pavement. His face is twisted up into a 
self-righteous smirk, and | have half a mind to shove my fist right in the center of it. 

"He's obviously delusional, and you're an idiot for taking his word on it," | reply instead, careful to keep my 
expression outwardly neutral. Slash had a knack for picking up social cues, and it was pretty easy to call me 
out when | was bluffing. 

If he saw through my lie, he didn't comment on it. "Maybe, yeah," he says, and slides down his shades so | 
can't get a good read on him. He reclines on the sunbed and tucks his arms beneath his head, soaking in the 
summer rays. "Or maybe you're just a freak" 


| splutter indignantly and he laughs. 


"If | was, I'd never shine a light on it with any of you assholes," | hiss, but Slash just waves me off with a flick 


of his wrist. He gestures a quick "shoo" motion, and I'm suddenly more than ready to throw him in the water. 
"Shut up and scram, l'm trying to get my tan on," he gripes, "and for the record, nobody said there was 
anything wrong with liking a little paddling in bed. Its common, Ax, | think you just need to." He gestures with 
his hands for a moment, as though the action would pluck his words from thin air. 

| cross my arms. 

"Broaden your horizons a little bit! 


"With McKagan? You shittin' me?" 


"With anybody, man. Duff, the Pope," he pauses, grabs for his drink so he can take a long swig, "wouldn't 
necessarily try that out with a vessel of the Lord himself, but if that's the kinda shit that gets you wet--" 


| raise a hand to cut him off. "Alright- your point?" 


"My point is, do whatever the hell you want. If you like it, then you like it, yeah? So what if it's a little out 


there, everybody's got a guilty pleasure of some sort. You know?" 
| nod slowly. 
"But!" 


| stop nodding. 


"The whole thing with Duff.. If it really was just your inner pain-loving slut running away in a Jack Daniels 
jailbreak, then tell him. | think he deserves that much, at least. Let him down easy, alright? He's been pent up 
over this shit since the night it happened." 

My eyes widen a fraction. "He what?" 


Behind Slash's mop of unruly curls, | can tell he's brooding. Weighing his chances of coming out of whatever 
conversation this is unscathed. He hums, and stalls his answer by taking another long sip from his cup. 


"He doesn't know what to think of you," he finally admits. 


| scowl. "What is there to think? We drank too much and acted like a bunch of morons. How 


much more can you really take away from that?" 
"You know exactly what he took away from it, Axl. Don't play coy." 


| pull back at bit, blinking. | did, but it was something | didn't necessarily want to acknowledge. The shock of 


someone else realizing it too, though, was jarring. "You mean he's--" 

"Yeah." 

". for me." 

"Yep" 

"And he thinks--" 

"Mhm" 

"But why” 

Slash gives a lazy shrug, not even bothering to place his drink back on the ground. He rests it in the center of 
his chest and sighs, long and low. "I don't know, Ax. Maybe it was the part where you were like, ‘Duff, dont 


stop! Harder, harder! That feels so--" 


| reach over, frantically clapping a palm over his mouth before my ear drums liquify and the heat in my 


cheeks reaches nuclear levels. His laugh is muffled. 
"| never said any of that. I'd sooner be dead than stoop myself that low," | bark, and Slash snickers again. | feel 
his lips shift underneath my skin and jerk my hand away before he can lav his tongue over it, wiping it on the 


leg of my jeans like he did anyway just to be sure. He smiles. 


"Sure, dude. Just make sure you tell him, closure might do him some good." 


"You think so?" 
"Yeah." 


The guitarist melts back into his chair, the picture of relaxation, but | couldn't have been more tense. Just 
how the fuck was | supposed to go about doing this sort of thing, anyway? Invite him over? 


"You should invite him over," Slash suggests. 


"Yes, helpful. Thank you." Getting real sick of these self-imposed wizards reading my thoughts. Steven must 


have taken him in as his apprentice. 


Reaching for my discarded can of Coke, | rock myself onto my feet and dust the non-existent dirt 


off of my clothes. From my peripherals, Slash raises his sunglasses to regard me. 

"You gonna do it right now?" He asks. 

"No time like the present," | reply blandly. He nods and replaces them back over the bridge of his nose. 
"Keep me updated" 


| sneer and lean towards him, knocking his drink over so that it spills down the front of his swim trunks. He 


squawks, flailing, and picks the cup up with a startled expression. "Mind your own business," | say. 
"Asshole!" 


| laugh, jumping away before he can splash me with the remaining amount of juice he has left in his cup. "Axl," 


| correct with an index finger pointing skyward, and start heading back inside. 
IT/T1/1 


. As | sit in the hotel diner mulling over my next course of action, | can't help but feel.. nervous. Really 
nervous. The kind of nervous you'd expect to feel while you're waiting for your date to arrive, sweaty hands 


and all. It was peculiar because | hadn't been on a real date in years, but it was especially peculiar because-- 
This wasn't a date. This was Duff 

Duff- my newly acclaimed gay bass player, which he had yet to confirm or deny, though | had my sneaking 
suspicions. It really cleared up the air when | put it in retrospect, though, so | made my assumptions for now. 


If he wasn't gay in the traditional sense, he at least harbored some kind of gay feelings for me. 


My stomach flutters uneasily. 


It doesn't bother me like | think it should | don't want to chuck various objects at his head when | see his lanky 
frame step through the door, and | don't want to pummel him into an unrecognizable brown paste when he 
waves at me and flashes one of his friendly smiles. | could, of course, but there'd be no driving force behind it. 
| eye the napkin dispenser miserably while he approaches from across the restaurant, and glance up at him 
when he hovers next to a chair instead of just taking his seat. We stare at each other for a moment, and it's 
awkward, so | gesture towards the chair and force myself to speak. 

"You gonna sit down?" 

Duff clears his throat. "You're not gonna hit me with that, are you?" 

Ah, so he'd seen me looking. "No." 

"Okay." 

He sits. The Bangles! Manic Monday fills in our immediate silence, and l'm not sure whether | should be thankful 
for that or pissed because today was Monday, and | was feeling pretty manic, and our god is not a benevolent 
one, is he, if he's mocking me like this-- 


"$0000..." 


| blink away my thoughts, eyes flickering up to where Duff was stationary, flipping through the dessert menu 
without reading any of the descriptions. 


"You hungry?" | ask. He shakes his head, and | exhale quietly. Okay- this might not go as smoothly as I'd hoped. 
"Had room service earlier." Hm. 


"Cool, okay. So.. alright m just gonna dive right into this then," | clear my throat this time, "about the other 
right with the.. the BDSM thing-~" 


Duff winces. "Holy shit, Ax, it's not that deep." 

| raise my brows. "Oh, you wanna tell that to the fuckin’ bruises shaped like handprints on my ass? 
"They told me fol 

"You didn't have to listen! A pat would have done you just fine!" 


Duff huffs, crossing his arms and flopping back in his seat. He's quiet for a second, and then, "You liked it 


"Pardon?" 
"You liked if? | blink at the finger shoved in front of my nose, and reach up to knock it away. 

"No," | say, eyes narrowed, "I most certainly did not" 

"You did’ 

"Not! 

"Did too!" 

"Did not" 

Duff has the gall to giggle then, leaning back over the table to read the menu he had no intentions of ordering 
from. | blink twice to dispel my brewing anger, and do a little brain yoga so | don't end up leaving a Duff- 
colored smear across the diner floor. It works, and l'm significantly calmer when | get back on track again 


Let hm down easy,’ Slash-in-my-head reminds me sagely. 


"Look, the reason why I.. why invited you here was because | just." | trail off, floundering. My hesitancy 
prompts Duff to raise an inquisitive brow, and for a fleeting moment | find it vaguely attractive. Only vaguely. 


Duff waves a hand in front of himself, as if to say ‘Yeah. 


| fidget, that nervous feeling returning. "| didn't like it," | resolve, jutting my chin for added measure. The look 


on his face says he's not convinced in the least. 


Leaning forward, Duff steeples his fingers together. He's all business, face artfully blank save for the way his 
lips tilt to form his next string of words. "Care to wager on that?" 


| blink dumbly. "What?" 


"Let's make a bet. We do what we did last week, with or without drinks, and you tell me if there's any 


difference." He pauses. "Preferably without the drinks, so you can't blame your boner on the alcohol this time." 


"Jesus Christ, Duff" | hiss, scooting towards the center of the table so that I'm much closer to him than | had 


been before, "keep your voice down, asshat. You want the whole world to know about that shit?" 


"You say as though the whole world doesn't know already," he hums. At my puzzled expression, he rolls his 
eyes, "It wasnt exactly private--" 


"Okay- first of all, no," | frown, and it only deepens when his smirk softens into something much less irritating, 


"second of all, | pray to God nobody was sober enough to remember that. And if they do, no amount of 


apologies from me will ever be enough." 

He ignores the latter half of my rant. "No? Why no?" 

‘I'm not gay." Easy. 

‘lm not either." Okay.. less easy. 

| heard you volunteered to be the spanker.” 

"Just so | could be the one to leave a long lasting impression" A sneaky double entendre. 

| don't know what to say after that. 

Duff casts me a smug grin, and something in the back of my mind tells me its not a bad look on him. He's 
usually so lax, so effortlessly in a feel-good mood; something more sly definitely suited him where it was 
warranted. "You're a bad liar," he says at some point, and | don't bother grasping for straws. "And a pussy.’ 


That snaps me out of my docile trance. "The fuck | am." 


He quirks a brow again, and just like that my ire is subdued once more. "Accept my offer then if you're not. 


Let's put it to the test" 
"What are we even testing?" 
"If you like it" Duff shrugs, reaching into his leather jacket to pull out a carton of smokes. He lights one and 


balances it precariously between his lips. "Nobody's gotta know, just you and me. We can stop whenever, and 


this way we'll know for sure." 

"If | like it or not?" 

| was thinking more along the lines of if you're a pussy or not," he smiles cheekily. 
"/ fucking swear-—" 


"Gonna chicken out after only eighteen slaps, Rose?" He taunts, and it brings back memories | worked so hard 


to try and suppress. My skin blisters in an angry flush. 
"Fine," | snap, and Duff's smile widens. 


"Fine." 


"Finel" | thrust a hand towards him to distract him from trying to get another word in edge-wise, and he takes 
it after a moment or two, his face reading pure delight. 


"See you tomorrow after rehearsals, then," he murmurs complacently. | nod, not missing the way his fingers 


squeeze, lingering far longer than they ought to. 
Brain-Slash clicks his tongue. ‘You had your chance. 


In the background, Devo's Whp /t blares through the diner jukebox, and | feel as though I've already lost. 


Keg Stand By Me 


Author's Notes: 
thank you all so much for the feedback so far! <3 


"Ready?" 

"Ready." 

I've only had one Jack and Coke, and my nerves are alight with nervous energy. If my ancestors could see me 
now, bent over a bed with my ass in the air and primed for the Spankening: Part Two, they'd lose their heads. 
My grandparents are already rolling in their grave, probably, and if my immediate family caught wind of this-- 
Christ, | dont know. | think I'd have to move to a different country, sign myself under a different name. 

Clint's a good name. Calvin. Some other variation that started with a C. 

Behind me, Duff claps his hands together and rubs them, blowing into his palms like he's gearing up for a fight. 
He bounces from foot to foot, quick little hops, and it's reminiscent of a wrestler dancing around the ring, or a 
punk ready to beat my ass. 

| cringe. Okay- that analogy hit a little too close to home. Backtrack, backtrack. 

Duff shakes out his fingers. "Alright," he says. "Here we go." 

| close my eyes. 


"One." 


| tense, ready for that same ungodly torrent of pain I'd felt a week ago, the strength of a thousand slaps 


channeled into one monstrous swat. The air around me shifts, and | imagine him rearing his hand back-- 
| wait. 

And wait. 

Aaand.. 

Nothing 


"You wanna take your pants off for this?" He suddenly asks, and | jerk my head to the side so | can stare at 


him with a baffled expression over my shoulder. 

"Uh. No” 

"Why?" 

| bite my lip. "I don't want it to jiggle. The pants hold it in place” 


He pauses. | can see some of the flush in his cheeks fade, and it instantly transfers into mine. "Oh." He nods. 


"Okay." 

Whatever bravado Duff might have had yesterday was completely stripped away, replaced with that same 
nervous aura he held the night everyone set their weird, fetish-y plans into motion on poor unsuspecting me. 
He's probably sweating, now that | think about it. He told me in the past that girls made him moist, and not in 
the fun way. 

"Here.. we go," he says one more time, and I'm back to shutting my eyes. "On the count of three. One.. fwo." 
Tensing up again, | ball my hands in the sheets and clench my teeth.. 

Nothing. 

| turn to look at him through a curtain of copper-tinged hair. He's behind me, looking at my ass, his face the 


epitome of anxiety. His hand is still poised and ready to strike, but once he meets my gaze he all but shrivels 


in on himself like dried up sponge. | can feel a blood vessel threatening to pop in my forehead. 
"Well 


‘Sorry, this is just. This is so fucking weird, Ax, | know | invited you here to do this but |... | just don't think | 


can do it sober. I'm sorry." 

The blood vessel has definitely popped by this point. | pull myself back up, straighten my back out and turn 
around to face Duff; shoving an accusatory finger into his chest. "You were the one who had the bright idea 
to do this again in the first place! You called me a pussy!" 

Duff pouts. "I know--" 

"Why do you think I'm here? Why do you think I'd agree to somethin’ this.. this fuckin’. 


" eccentric?" 


"Debauched! | sat in talcum powder all night, you dick!" 


Duff sighs, letting his arms hang limp at his sides. "Axl--" 
‘I've got five layers of toilet paper jammed down my pants, l'm wearing three pairs of underwear!" 


A finger presses to my lips before | can finish my tangent, and Duff looks horrified He waits until | release all 
the air in my lungs before he pulls away with a frown, rubbing a hand over the back of his neck. 


" Three” He asks, voice strained. | nod. "So thats why you didn't wanna take off your jeans. Jesus, l-- | don't 
know, man. Maybe we just aren't doing this right.” 


My jaw sets. "What?" 


"Well obviously neither of us are prepared. You, with your.." he waves a hand down towards my legs, 


"underwear, me with.. uh, this You know what | mean? Maybe we should work our way up to it” 
"How the fuck do we work our way up to me getting an ass whooping?" 


Despite the serious look on his face, Duff snorts and cracks a small grin. "By starting off slow. An ass 
whooping is a pretty big leap, isn't it?" 


| blink. "I'm not following.” 

"You wouldn't let some random Joe slap your ass and then say you liked it, would you? Even if you did, which 
would be kind of weird, by the way." He trails off. "What I'm trying to say is, if we wanna do this right, we 
gotta take it to a more.. personal level | guess." 

"Personal level." 

"Yos" 

"As in..?" 

Duff smiles. "Let me worry about that, yeah? I'll-- Ill think of something." 

| hum, mulling it over. "Mm. No." 


"Huh?" 


| came here to settle the score that l'm no pussy. It doesn't matter if you actually follow through with 
spanking me or not, the fact that | showed up and gave you the opening was enough to prove it” 


"Actually- the bet was over the spanking itself, and whether you liked it or not. No spanking, no answer." His 
smile curls a little too much at the corners, flashes a little too sinister, and I'm suddenly trying to hold myself 


back from jumping my beanpole of a bassist in his own hotel room. From his pocket he brandishes a familiar 


pack of Marlboro Reds, and slots one between his lips without bothering to light it. 
"So the bet is still on?" | ask, crestfallen. 

‘It would appear that way." 

"Did we even establish the prizes for the winners?" 


Duff arches a brow at that, and my stomach does the same little flippy-floppy motion it did yesterday in the 


diner. "Five thousand bucks if you win," he says, "and your entire record collection if | win" 
My eyes widen. "Not the records--" 


"Oh yes, the records. Even the one you got Ritchie Blackmore to lick, | know you've got it framed ‘cause you're 


gross like that" 


Shit, okay, he got me; | did frame it. The ego boost from winning this bet would have sufficed enough for me, 
but a large chunk out of Duff's savings to sweeten the deal definitely wouldn't hurt. 


| eye him carefully, then begrudgingly; very, very begrudgingly reach my hand towards him for another firm 
handshake. 


"To not being a pussy," | mutter. 

"To you being the biggest pussy this side of the continent,” he beams. 
Let the games begin. 

LETTS 


The first installment of Duff's grand scheme was to invite me out for coffee, which | had agreed to without 


much complaint. 


The place was quaint, and small, and pretty desolate despite the fact that it was around nine pm. on a Tuesday 
night, but | won't take points away for the lack in traffic. We stood in line and waited to place our orders, and | 
was slightly disappointed over the small selection their menu held; making my concerns known to the cashier 
that if they reconsidered adding more flavors than the basic mocha or caramel in the near future, maybe 


they might attract more customers. 
The employee seems baffled. Duff blanches. 


"Axl," he leans over to whisper, "this is McDonald's." 


| digress. 

He pays for our drinks and we sit down somewhere in the back corner of the building, and I'm watching, 
disgusted (yet oddly intrigued) as Duff stirs five packets of powdered creamer into his cup when he breaks the 
silence, 

"Is this okay?" 


| frown. "Is what okay?" 


"Me taking you out here," he says, and | catch a hint of something akin to apprehension in his features. 
"Getting you coffee." 


Propping my chin up in a palm, | gaze at him lazily from across the table. "Strange time to be getting a coffee, 
but I've had weirder dates," | murmur, then nearly kick myself in the teeth when | realize what I'd just said. 


Duff's face brightens. "Really?" 


Fuck it. "Yeah. You ever had someone take you to their dad's dairy farm and give you milk straight from the 
udder before?" 


"Ergh- no, but that does sound like a pretty shitty first date." 

"It was our third." 

He snorts and nearly spits out his mouthful of sugar-infused sludge. | eye his coffee-- which had gone nearly 
white at this point --and flick it with a wrinkled nose, drawing his attention. He glances down at his drink, then 
inspects mine. 


"Need some?" He reaches for another packet, but | grab his hand to stop him. 


"Gross," | say. He does that eyebrow thing, the one that makes my guts clench, and then his fingers are 


curling around mine, holding them captive over the table. 

A pleasant lull in conversation falls over us. Duff's hand is warm, and l'm not entirely sure why | allowed it to 
happen, but | can't be bothered to pull away. He seems content like this anyway, so | leave it alone, absorbing 
the way his thumb traces small circles over the tendons of my fingers. 


I'd rather be drinking wine right now," he admits out of the blue, and | stare at him quizzically. 


"Then why didn't you take us someplace where its available?" 


He shrugs, tilting his head down to watch his coffee swirl around his spoon "Most first dates are usually at 
coffee shops." 


| can feel myself pale, drawing back my hand and stashing it beneath the table. | expect Duff to look surprised, 
or maybe even embarrassed, but all | can read from his face is solemnity, as though he might have known I'd 
react this way. His hand remains in the same spot, empty and unmoving. 

Let hm down easy,’ imaginary-Slash whispers. 

"| just.. sorry, I'm just not--" 

‘| know," Duff says, his tone casual. "Neither am |." 

‘lm sorry if | gave you the wrong impression" 

"Is okay." 

| nod, busying myself with finishing the rest of my drink. We make small talk and eventually pack up to head 
back to the hotel, and its not until we're about to part ways and head towards our respective rooms that he 


stops me with a hand on my shoulder. 


"Sorry for the shitty evening," he says quietly, "I would have picked a better spot but Mickey D's was the only 
place that sold coffee this late." 


My expression softens. "It's fine, man 
"IFs really not. I'll make it up to you tomorrow." 
"You gonna take me out again?" 


Duff smiles slightly, and it's so innocent, so shy that | could almost call it cute.. Almost. "If that's good with 


your" 

| sigh. "| have no choice if | wanna win this bet, huh?" 

He chuckles. "Nope." 

"Alright" | offer him another handshake, and he slides his palm into mine. 


"Tomorrow morning at ten," he says, and pulls me in for a quick hug. | stumble into his chest, startled, and for 


a fleeting moment l'm- 


l'm okay with it. 


"Sounds like a plan," | reply, awkwardly patting his back. 


Sounds lke a date,‘ Slash cackles in my ear. 


Betcha Think About It Too 


Author's Notes: 
hey hey hey! so it's been a while, | know- I'm sorry! but we cover more ground with this update, and hopefully 
the next chapter is getting to the meat n potatoes of it all. hope you enjoy! 


The second installment was taking me to a real, factual coffee shop. 

Nothing too fancy, but a far cry from a hole-in-the-wall; the place had an upbeat energy that matched Duff's 
sunny disposition pretty easily - and despite it being ten in the morning, and me not being a morning person by 
any means, | was actually having a pretty good time. 

The menu was much more extensive than McDonald's, too, which was an outstanding adjustment that | couldn't 
express enough gratitude towards whenever the topic would start to dwindle in Duff and l's chats- and he 
would chuckle, shrug with that annoyingly endearing little quirk of his lips and mention that he liked it too. 


"Glad they have something with vanilla," he says, and | glance up from my current task of peeling off the 


Mean Bean logo sticker from my cup to regard him. 

"You like vanilla?" | ask. 

"Is good. Better than caramel." 

"You don't like caramel” 

Duff shakes his head and well- I'm not really sure how much | know the man sitting across the table from me 
after all. He takes a sip from his drink and my eyes follow the motion for a moment, taking in the way his lips 
curve over the rim. | blink, and Duff smiles. 

"What about you?" He asks. "Do you like caramel?" 

And | like caramel, trust me, | do. But I'm also a little distracted by the eyeliner he chose to wear before he 
showed up here, and the earrings, and the obscene amount of bracelets that even / would consider overkill, so 
all | can think to say is- 

"Not really." 


Duff's smile widens, and | can see a peek of teeth. "What is this now, the pot calling the kettle black?" 


| shrug, trying my best to suppress my own grin. "You just seem like the kind of guy who likes caramel." 


"Ah, so now you're making assumptions." 


"It seems like itd be your speed," | say, "being sweet and clingy ‘n all. It's a common thing for people to 
gravitate towards or enjoy things they can apply to themselves. ltd make sense." 


Duff hums. His knee bumps mine underneath the table, and this time he doesn't jerk away or apologize. "I like 
you," he replies, and even though he tries his hardest to remain casual his voice catches when he speaks, "and 


I'd say we're pretty different if you ask me." 


My brain momentarily stops functioning, causing me to gawk stupidly over the lid of my drink. The implications 
in Duff's words were heavy, and the admission was emotionally charged, but Duff doesn't look one bit 
perturbed about it as he continues to watch me with that cute- yes, cufe- little grin teasing the corners of 


his lips. 


I's nothing | couldn't have figured out for myself. | sort of had this feeling, this sixth sense if you will, ever 

since the night at the bar that Duff's had some sort of inclination towards me. It could have been the moment 
where he put his hands on me, or the moment | got a good look at Duff Jr. saluting me through his pants, but 
either way the fact of that matter is that | knew. I've known. And | can't deny that fact, with the evidence and 


the confession and Slash's rebuttal laid out before me to make it all so crystal-fucking-clear. 
And l'm curious. 


So when Duff continues to smile, just smile, | do exactly what | shouldn't and return it with just as much 
enthusiasm, tapping my fingertips against my paper cup as | nudge him back with my foot. 


"Kinda figured," | say, the words escaping me before | have a chance at stopping them. 

It's easier this time, when Duff slides his hand across the table so he can steeple his fingers with mine, to not 
pull away from him like I'd done last night. His skin is warm and callused as the pads of his fingertips slide 
across my knuckles; gentle and experimental. 

I've already determined l'm curious, because fuck- | really am, so there's no real reason to be a dick about the 
whole thing. I'm not sure where | want things to go, or where | expect things to go, but | know I'm probably 


going to regret caving so easily in the long run 


"This is where you ask if | gravitate towards you, too,” Duff says, eyes still trained intently on the way our 
fingers are slotted together. | bite the inside of my cheek. 


"I kinda figured that one already, also." 


He glances up. "What about the part where | want to apply you to myself?" 


| inhale. The urge to wrench my hand away is strong, but | manage to hold it together. 


"Wasn't hard to guess," | say. "You aren't exactly subtle" The grin he's been wearing suddenly takes an edge 
then, sharp and possessive and not anything I've ever seen directed at myself before. His hand constricts 
around mine and it sends a slight thrill through the bones of my arm, up into my chest and trickling low in my 
guts. | shiver slightly, and he chuckles. 


"Oops." 


‘lm not made of caramel, though," | tell him dumbly, because | should make it painfully obvious that | don't 
intend for any of this to gain traction - none of it, not the flirting not the touching not the way he gazes at 
me fondly from his seat three feet away. 


He's completely unfazed, regardless. The coffee in his hand is placed on the table as he dares to lean in closer; 


all the little moles and freckles littering his complexion coming into focus as he draws my attention raptly. 
"Maybe, but you're also definitely not vanilla, either," he says, amused and so, so sure of himself. 


And despite my inner turmoil, and despite the way | want to deny his accusation, | can't bring myself to do it. 
My cheeks flare up with an uncomfortable burn, and Duff's eyes flicker over my face to soak it all in, his 


smile never once losing steam. 


He knows. He's bringing up the fact that l'm in the same boat as he is, and he's doing it so fucking calmly - like 
my previous threats and deterrents held no actual substance. Like he was unafraid of the repercussions, 


because- 


He knows there aren't any,’ Slash-in-my-head admonishes, tsking as though he's been aware of this little tidbit 


all along. 
Shit. 


"Ax?" Duff prompts. | blink a few times to diffuse my thoughts (and Slash, that dirty fucker) and look up at 
him again, noticing the way his confidence cracks just a little at my apprehension. His lip twitches. "Hey, don't- | 


was just playing, | know you're-" 
"No," | cut him off, pulling my hand free from his so that | can contort myself out of my chair and grab my 


empty coffee cup. Duff stares up at me expectantly, and | raise a single shoulder in response. "You're right. I'm 
not." 


IT/T/1/ 


As the day progresses, | sink further and further into myself when I'm faced with having to interact with 
other human beings-- be it phone calls, or band practice, or straight up shooting the shit with my so-called 
friends in attempt to make the time go by a whole lot quicker. We don't have another show to play until the 


weekend, so really, all we've got now is time to kill with nowhere to kill it. 


Its just barely skirting eight o'clock at night and I'm feeling inexorably anxious; Duff's eyes on me from sun up 
till sundown, tracking the way | walked and talked and tried my damned hardest not to chuck one of Steven's 
drumsticks at his head for staring so long. It's hard, but | hold off on the violence, though my first and only 
reaction to any uncomfortable situation is to channel whatever emotion it's managed to wheedle out of me into 
anger -- and although I'd love nothing more than to unleash some of that frustration out on Duff, | know that 


| can't because l... 
Am curious. 
That's it. lim fucking curious. 


I'd like to say I'm not, but | am, and he knows, and he knows that / know that he knows because any time our 
eyes briefly meet in passing he's flashing me that cheeky little grin as though he's not bothered by it in the 
least; like he wants me to catch him looking just so he can smile and wiggle a few fingers in my direction and 


set my nerves on fire. 


It isn't fair, | think The bartender sets something down in front of me, something he calls The Usual, and | 


knock back it before | can even think twice on the action 
Its not fair. Hs not its not its not 


Typically I'd never willingly spend my free time getting methodically wasted at some shady bar in the middle of 
Buttfuck, Egypt, but there's fuckall to do and Izzy approached me this time-- zy, of all fucking people-- to 
come join the gang for a little down session playing pool and slamming firewater, and | had relented because it's 


a rare occurence that Izzy asks me to do anything out of his own volition these days and honestly, | was just- 


Curious. 


Nobody ushered me to drink, | was capable of handling that all on my own. The Little Bear Bar € Grill might be 
lackluster, and the music might be shittier than what I'd prefer listening to, but the whiskey is smooth and the 
atmosphere is friendly and the best part of it all is that nobody is currently trying to flog me in front of a live 


fucking audience. 


| didn't have to threaten them this time, either. Its great. 


Duff's even been good about keeping his distance; staying far, far away as he continues to meddle in Steven 
and Izzy's game of Cutthroaft, wrestling them for their pool cues and snickering like a teenager when he 


wobbles back and falls flat on his ass each time they have to shove him off. 


The next time Duff gets up again he dusts the dirt off of his jeans, glances up and his eyes find mine almost 
instantaneously -- like he'd felt the premonition of my gaze and knew that it couldn't have been anyone else 


staring. 
| look away before he gets the chance to smile. 


‘lm guessing you didn't say shit to him, huh?" Slash asks from his spot beside me. | glance over at him, at the 
way he's propped himself up on the bar table with a martini between his elbows, and sigh as | reach down to 


fiddle with the straw in my own. 
| shrug. 


"What did | tell you a couple days ago? Hm?" Slash pokes at my shoulder, and | reach over to irritably flick his 
finger away. "I told you he's got the wrong idea, and that you need to cut him off nicely. Now he's over there 
fluttering his lashes all pretty ‘n shit ‘cause you've been out entertaining all his casanova fuckin.. whatever the 


fuck--" 


‘lm working on it," | say, swirling the contents of my drink around in it's glass, "just waiting for the right 


moment." 

"So when's that gonna be? When he invites you to bed?" 

| pause, frowning, glancing over my shoulder to watch as Duff teeters over to Izzy and slings an arm around 
his shoulders, tilting his head back to pound the rest of his beer. He giggles at something Izzy tells him, and | 
sigh and slouch harder into the counter. 

"No," | mutter. 


"When, then?" 


| don't really know. | didn't really think about it, not even in the coffeeshop when he held my hand and told me 
he liked me and bumped my leg beneath the table. | didn't mind his little advancements either, and l'm not even 
sure what the fuck that says about me, but luckily the liquor has watered down most comprehensible 
thoughts and reasoning so | don't have to wonder. At least not right now. 


| feel secure enough with this knowledge to hold my breath on it, put it on the backburner for tonight and pick 


it up later when I'm stone cold sober and hopefully in the security of my own damn hotel room. 


So | shrug again, drawing shapes in the condensation of my drink with an idle finger. 

"| donno," | say. "Soon" 

Slash is quiet for a handful of seconds after that, most likely brooding again. | figure he's probably about to 
call me an idiot, or maybe tip my cup over so that my drink falls into my lap (as repentance for the incident 
at the pool), but when | look up at him he's just staring over my shoulder. Smiling 

"I'd think fast if | were you," he says, "here comes your next opportunity.” 

And what a surprise that is, really, because it's not like | didn't expect some godforsaken moment like this to 
happen sometime tonight -- | glance back in Duff's direction again and here he comes shambling over with Izzy 
tucked beneath an arm, the latter looking less-than-pleased about being strung along, and he's grinning. 


And he's waving 


| think | can hear Slash laughing by the time Duff finally makes it to his destination, though it could have just 
been his shithead doppelganger who's kicked his feet up inside my head, and Duff's destination happens to be-- 


Directly beside me. 

Okay, | think. No problem. 

"Axi" Duff whines, all nasally and petulant like a preschooler as he leans into my shoulder. Izzy takes this as 
his cue to slip away from Duffs grasp, leading him to press heavily into my space by default. | curse as | 


move to help stabilize him. "Why didincha come play One Pocket with me? | was on a.. on a total win streak!" 


"No, that was Steven," Izzy corrects flatly from behind his bottle of beer, "you just kept trying to tickle him 
so he'd miss his shots and it ended up helping him in the end." 


Duff goes quiet. And then, so loud | think my eardrum might have burst, "Really? 

Izzy nods, and Duff laughs again, boisterous and exuberant. "Oops," he giggles, and l'm suddenly reminded of this 
morning, when | told him he wasn't discrete about his feelings and he just smiled like that and held my hand a 
fraction tighter -- 

Oops. 


Alright. Small problem. 


"Well that's okay," Duff continues, oblivious to my inner panic, leaning harder against my side. He drops his head 
down to press his cheek against my shoulder, and he nuzzles it slightly as he reaches out to tap at my drink 


"You gonna finish that?" 
| blink a few times before snatching it away. " Yes" 
He sighs. Stays silent for another moment or so, then opens his trap to speak the next thing on his mind. 


"So.. our bet. You know, | didn’ even want to do that-- that in the first place. The bet, | mean. | wish | didn’ 


have to. Wish | coulda jus' asked you out on a date like normal people do." 


| freeze. My eyes dart up to where Slash nearly chokes on his frilly umbrella drink and twists his body out of 
his barstool, wide-eyed and shell-shocked as he scurries off before | can even think to call him back. Izzy looks 
mortified, but not at all surprised, and after a second or two he's trailing after Slash with an indifferent 
expression glued to his face, like he never heard the words come out of Duff's mouth in the first place. 


And I.. am beyond embarrassed. Fuck me, l'm embarrassed as all hell 


"Duff | scold, nudging him away so that he takes up the vacant stool Izzy once occupied. "You and your big 
fuckin’ mouth!" 


"What? l'm jus' bein honest,” Duff says, pouting and swaying unsteadily in his seat. | put a hand on his knee to 


help keep him stationary, and he takes that as an invitation to reach down and cover it with his own 
"Now they know about the bet-" 

"S'okay," he slurs, "Izzy doesn't care" 

Fuck, so that's why he's so calm. My face burns hot like a fresh Georgia sunburn 


"But | really wish | coulda did that.. ‘cause | know you got issues with bein like that with other guys, an’ | know 
you don’ like me like that, Axl, but | do. Ive liked you for a long time." 


Duff's eyelids sink low, like he's on the verge of sleep, but all he does is loll forwards and brace himself on my 
knees instead; leaning in with the incredibly long line of his body and bringing our faces much too close for 


comfort. 


I'm baffled. My heart is beating so hard and so fast I'm worried it might jump from my chest and run laps 
around the bar, but Duff seems totally calm and cool despite the fact that he's just laying it on thick without 
a hint of hesitation inbetween each string of sentences. His fingers flex lightly as they grip at my thighs, 


pulling a small noise from my throat. 


"Remember afterwards, when it was my birthday? The following day?" He asks, and | nod slowly. "And you still 
came by my room to give me my birthday present? Well, | wasn’ expecting that. You probably shoulda jus’ 
kicked my ass, but it was real nice of you, Ax.. | appreciated that. Cheered me up a whole lot" 


This sparks my interest, the memories of Duff being reserved and closed off during my birthday party coming 
to the forefront of my mind. "You were upset?" | ask, and Duff is the one to nod this time. "Why?" 


He takes a moment to consider his response, eyes flickering to the side to better help reign in his thoughts. He 
thinks on it for bit, but when he answers he sounds moderately less shitfaced. "Cause | like you." Another 
pause. "And | agreed to the.. the thing you know, the spanking thing, and | thought you woulda never wanted to 
talk to me again after | did it" 


"So-- wait. So it wasn’t your idea?" 

Duff blinks owlishly. Shakes his head. "Steven's," he tells me, and goddammit-- fucking Steven 
"But l-- but you volunteered-—" 

"| lke you," Duff reiterates, like I'm the stupid one, and maybe | am because-- oh 

"Oh." 


Duff moves in closer. He brings his face so close to mine | can count each individual eyelash framing the shape 
of his eyes, and I'm just realizing now that they're hazel and so, so pretty. His breath washes over my mouth 
next, smelling of cigarettes and cherry chapstick and beer beer beer and it takes all of my inner strength not 
to pull away and squeal like a small child; put my hands to my face and sprint out the bar like my ass has 
caught fire. 


"But when you got up again, | could see that you didn’ hate it. And | had the hope that.. Well, | kinda had this 
feeling.." His irises are so close now that they've molded together and become shapeless; trapping me in a 
mesmerizing myriad of sea-foam blue. A hand slides up my leg as he uses it for leverage, and l'm so 


distracted by the scene in front of me that | don't even bother pushing it away. 
Do | even want to push it away? 


"You liked it," he says, the same confidence strong in his voice like it had been this morning. My mouth parts in 
bewilderment, and my head is spinning so fast it might have well unscrewed itself from my shoulders and 


launched itself into space. 


There it was again. The fruth-- or maybe the not-truth, because I've tried so hard to convince myself these 
past few weeks that it was anything but the truth and at this point l'm not even sure what's right anymore. 
His words seem to hold some weight though because in my somewhat-drunken state | find myself agreeing 
with him, almost nodding, letting go of my drink so | can reach down and grab at his hands with mine. | get the 
urge to tell him so. 


No! | can hear Slash saying, urgent and frantic inside my ears. Don’t be an idiot, this is your last chance! 


And sure, that may be true, but I'm more than a little tipsy and more than a little interested and Duff is 
right here, with his big hazel eyes and his hands warm on the tops of my thighs and well-- 


Im curious. 
"| did," | say. 


| can't even count to three before Duff is closing the distance, smashing our lips together in a clumsy, eager 
kiss. 


More For You? More For Me? 


Author's Notes: 
wanted to get this one out pretty fast, for no reason other than the fact that it is pure smut and nothing 
but. :) thanks to everyone sticking with the story so far! l'm a little inexperienced with writing this sort of 


thing so apologies for any inaccuracies. 


l'm not even sure if this is another installment to his plan anymore or if he's even keeping track at this point, 
because we've had our dates and we've had our confessions and now we're stumbling into the back of a cab 
and it's really hard for me to keep his hands off of me-- so fucking enthusiastic to grasp and grope and grab 


without any regard for our surroundings or the people contained therein 


I'm still drunk, and so is Duff, of course Duff is still drunk, but we're both equally high off of whatever this 
strange new connection is between us is and despite all the warning signs, and all the red flags going up like a 


field of daisies in my brain, | can't bring myself to pull the brakes and just stop. 


We file out of the taxi alright, clothes still on and all, and | tip the driver extra for having to sit through ten 
minutes of Duff pawing at me and making filthy noises like he was getting his dick sucked in the backseat, and | 
think the guy's just happy to have us out of his hair because he's snatching the cash from my hand and 
speeding away without even saying ‘goodnight, or ‘thanks, or ‘could you stop fooling around long enough to sign 
my hat or something, guys? Big fan’. Could have been worrisome. Could have been embarrassing. But who's 
gonna believe some middle aged fucker hailing from a no-name town out in the sticks if he decides to open his 


mouth and talk, anyway? 


"Oops," Duff is saying again, but this time its much closer than before, long arms snaking around my middle 
and a warm mouth latching onto the skin just below my ear and alright, | may not be gay but this is definitely 
testing that statement something fierce; because no girl has ever cared enough to learn or fry and learn that 


that was a very sensitive spot. 
And Duff just.. knew. Kind of like how he knew everything, ever since the very beginning of all this. 


We stagger into Duff's hotel room and he almost forgets to kick the door shut behind himself, hands 
immediately flying to my shirt, my pants -- they claw them off without a care for where they end up, which 
is okay, because | don't really give a shit either. Lips find my neck again and the suction Duff applies hurts; just 
like his fingers do, digging so hard into the meat of my waist I'm sure I'll turn up with interesting bruises 


come tomorrow morning. 


He's still clothed A part of me yearns to undress him but another part of me pushes the idea away, tucks it 
under the pile of many ‘things we dont do for indiscernible reasons’ to be touched on at a later date. Or maybe 
never. l'm not sure. Duff doesn't mind, regardless. 


He steps back, his lips breaking the air tight seal he's created on my throat to divest himself of his own jacket 
and top. He reaches for his belt next and | shudder as | stare, prompting him to glance up curiously and smirk 


at my slack-jawed expression 


"Whatcha lookin’ at, Ax?" He asks, fingers slowing down as they fumble on the big brass buckle holding his too- 
tight jeans together. | watch them-- and he knows l'm watching them, too, because he taps them a few times 
against the metal-- and suddenly all those drinks | had earlier are finally catching up with me. 


| don't drink. Not normally, 


Duff chuckles under his breath and gets back to work, and instantly I'm filled with trepidation as the belt slides 
out of it's loops, and the button is flicked open after a moment of clumsy trial and error, and then the zipper 


comes down-- 


| close my eyes, balling my hands into fists at my sides. There's the sound of a lamp flickering to life and the 
pressure of hands on my skin; big and warm and slightly clammy (because he does sweat around pretty girls, 
after all, which brings me back to yesterday when we both promised to slowly work our way up fo this) as 
they gently cup my cheeks. 


"You okay, man?" He asks. | exhale quietly and try to control the impulse to hyperventilate, my heart beating 
like one of Steven's drums after he's downed three or four shots of espresso. | feel sick 


"Duff, | know that we-- shit. Duff | know what | said at the bar but l'm, I'm not--" 


"I'm not either," Duff reassures me quickly, and suddenly a thumb is pressing into the crease of my mouth, 
parting my lips and sliding slightly against my incisors, "but | like you, Ax. | lke you, and that doesn't have to 
mean anything more than just this if you dont want it To." 


| hesitate. The tip of Duff's thumb continues to press lightly against my teeth and after a brief moment of 
thought | open them, flick my tongue out to brush tentatively across the rough pad and taste nothing but salt. 


"Stop thinking about it so much," he whispers. His thumb bears down on the flat of my tongue and | open my 
eyes again, taking in the way Duffs features are cast in a warm yellow glow; hazel eyes dark, pupils blown 
incredibly wide. They flicker from my lips to my face, and | feel the overwhelming urge to make a break for 


the door come reeling back full-fucking-force. 


"Make me stop thinking about it then," | tell him, and before | can even regret saying those words out loud l'm 


being lifted up and carried deeper into the room. 


Duff tosses me and my back connects with the spring built mattress with a bouncy flourish, knocking the wind 
from my lungs and leaving me dizzy in my inebriated state. Duff clambers over me while I'm still trying to 


regather my bearings and he leans down; presses his mouth to mine and jams his tongue where his thumb had 


been only moments prior. It's wet and messy and quick, the flavor of cherries and alcohol prevalent on my 
tastebuds as he shifts from lips to chin to neck, returning to the mark he'd left earlier and biting down hard. | 


hiss, arching up, and his palms clamp down firm over my shoulders to hold me in place. 


I'm shaking, wracked full of little tremors that convey how divided | am on the situation, how fucking weird this 
all is yet how fervent my body is to respond. My hips catch on the straining hardness situated right at the 
apex between his and he gasps, fingers like talons as they grip real tight, bucking down sharply in response. 


"Fuck" he breathes, right by ear, all hot and humid and way too erotic to be coming from the mouth of my 
lanky punkass bassist. It feels like we're locked in a boiler room and not spread out on luxurious sheets; | feel 
as though I'm burning up, my face and body hot, real hot, soothed only by the excruciating path his fingers 


carve down my naked sides. 


Along with them Duff moves the rest of his frame, peppering small kisses and hickies all the way down so 
that they cover as much exposed skin as possible with the limited amount of time he's giving himself to do it. 
Warm breath fans over the exposed flesh of my bellybutton seconds before something slick and significantly 
warmer dips inside of it, pulling a strangled noise from my chest as | writhe at the feeling. Duff does it again, 
making me jerk, and when | sit up to glare at him accusingly he's smiling that annoyingly endearing smile and 


lifting hands in mock surrender. 

"Alright, alright" Fingertips hook into the waistline of my boxers and | seize up, eyes wide, a hair's breadth 
away from jumping up and hauling ass back to my own hotel room. "Relax, Axl. It's just me. We're just testing 
to see if you like it, remember?" 

"IF | like it?" 

‘I'd say two dates is enough to hit a home run," he says, grinning up at me. "Isn't that how it usually goes?" 
| huff. "What am |, a whore? Where's dinner?" 

"We're gonna bend the rules a little. Dessert first, dinner later." 

And with that, the last shred of my modesty is torn away, stripping me bare and letting my shame pop free 
like a spring-loaded mechanism night in Duffs face. | squeeze my eyes shut, dropping my head back onto the 


pillow. 


"I can't believe l'm doing this," | blurt, covering my burning face with my hands. "I can't believe l'm letting you 


do this, Slash told me--" 


"You're thinking about it again,’ Duff says, and- yes, thank you Captain fucking Obvious. A hand wraps around 
the base of my cock and, oh god, l'm hard and it feels so good to have him finally touch me like that-- "Just 


roll with it, okay? Forget Slash, focus on me." 


And then.. ah. And then my thoughts are wiped clean, and | can't focus on anything 


Oh god. Oh god oh God-- "Oh god, fuck-- Duff, you-- Jesus Christ" | grit, hips canting up out of reflex 
because he wasted no time taking me all the way into his mouth, as far as he fucking could without choking on 
it. My hands fly down to his hair, digging into shaggy blonde locks and holding on for dear life as he licks and 
swallows and oh shit, oh shif-- 


| can feel the sweat beading at my temples as | tense up and tremble and squirm, and Duff places his open 
palms over my hipbones to try and keep me from thrusting right up into his throat, which is a smart move 


on his part, because | planned to-- | want to. 


A million thoughts race through my mind but none of them stick, none of them seem significant enough for 
me to think about and consider besides the fact that | can swear up and down, left and right that | am not 
gay, and | should not want this, and | haven't seen a single vagina this entire fucking time yet I've got my dick in 


someone else's mouth anyway. 


In Duff's mouth. It's in Duffs mouth, and I'm remembering the thoughts | had a few weeks ago about the 


Picasso pussy and the fact he's got, like, a Monet member instead or something-- 


Duff pulls back, keeping the tip in his mouth as he wraps his lips around it and sucks, and the moan that 
tumbles from my chest would be humiliating if | wasn't already braindead the moment we stepped out of the 
cab. He does it again, and again, a reoccurring flurry of intense stimulation that makes me shout and twist and 
arch impossibly high, the only anchor being Duff's hands and Duff's mouth as he continues to diligently work 
between my thighs. | squeeze tighter at his scalp, mouth falling open to pant and suck in greedy lungfuls of air, 
and before | know it Duffs pulling himself off so he can do just the same, lips brushing over the sensitive 
head and leaving me yearning to push myself right back inside again. 


"Christ, Ax, the sounds you make," Duff groans, low and guttural right against my hardened flesh making me 
whimper, aching for more contact. He takes his time though, smiling slightly before he extends his tongue and 
swipes it from base to tip, tracing bulging veins, careful to keep it light and fleeting and-- is he fucking teasing 
me? 


He does this a few times, delighting in the way | try to use my grip on his head to navigate him back to where 
he should be, and it's only until I'm vocalizing my displeasure in the form of a piteous whine that he finally 
gives me what | need, sinking back down all the way-- all the way till his nose bumps the trail of hair just 
below my navel and-- 


"Duff," | choke, torn between the primal need to keep my fists wound in his hair and the logical need to tear 
him up and off and go finish off in the bathroom, "Duff, I'm-- ah! l'm close, Duff, hold on--" 


And Duff pulls away again with an obscenely wet sound, like the way someone might slurp at a popsicle, and 
one hand comes up to stroke me at a leisurely pace while the other slips two fingers into the space between 
his teeth and his cheek. l'm ready to hurl a steady stream of complaints his way, maybe starting with the 


fact that | didn't agree to this just fo be tormented, but he beats me to the chase when he asks, "D'you trust 


me?" 
Through my haze, | manage a frown. "W-- what?" 


"Just promise me that once this is all over with you won't kill me," he says, removing his fingers, and it's not 


until they're making a direct bee-line for the space between my legs that my eyes widen, jaw snapping shut 


and feet sliding up the bed-- 


Duff moves forward, enveloping me in warm wet heat once more and its good, real fucking good and l'm so 
close to the edge that | have a momentary relapse in cognitive function, allowing him just enough time to push 
his fingers inside, both of them, causing me to jump and gasp and try to wiggle away from the intrusive 
feeling. 


"Duff--" | hiss, preparing to yank him away, but then those fingers press down on something, fuck, | don't 
know what it is but it's something and it's fucking magical and just like that I'm gone-- rocketing up into the 
sky and landing on cloud nine. 


The cry that tears from my throat is embarrassing, truly embarrassing, and | can't help the way my back 
bows at an impossible angle; hips curling up and hands wrenching down to keep Duff in place as | ride out the 


high because holy shit, who taught the guy how to give head like this? 


By the time I've pieced my brain back together and collapsed bonelessly onto the bed Duff has already pulled 
away, wiping at his chin with the back of his free hand and gently pulling out of my body with the other. He 
glances up, smiles that typical Duff smile and quirks his brow the same way he did in the diner when | was 
supposedly going to tell him | don't swing that way, making my guts twist into thousands of intense, fluttery- 
feeling knots. 


Funny how these things just sort of work themselves out. 

"Good?" He asks, like he doesn't already know. Duff's a real cheeky little fucker, isn't he? 

But then he's rising back onto his hands and knees again, crawling his way back up my body, and when his face 
is level with mine he shifts his weight to one arm and reaches down to tug at his own underwear, and-- oh, 


okay. Alright, a cheeky ig fucker then. My bad. 


"You can watch," Duff says, wrapping the hand that was inside me around himself, fingers still slick and shiny, 
"or you can help, if you really want To." 


| blanch. 


Duff gets right to business, jerking hard and fast because he's probably close himself, and alright, there's 


nothing to insinuate from returning the favor, so fine-- whatever. | can beat him up for all of this later. 


Rolling my eyes, | reach out and smack his hand away, replacing it with my own. 


//1/1// 


The next morning is real awkward, to say the least. 


| wake up to a dry mouth and a sore ass and the ever loud, ever obnoxious chainsaw snores of Duff rattling 
off right behind the shell of my ear, displacing the hair there and sending a ticklish shiver down my spine. He 
stirs and the gangly arm slung around my ribcage twitches slightly, culling me to the level of wakefulness that 
makes me realize that this man is wrapped around me like a damn koala bear. | rub my face and groan woefully 
into my hands, and behind me Duff sighs and hums, snuggling closer like the overgrown baby he is. 


"Not yet," he mumbles. He squeezes me tightly, tighter than he probably would have if he was more lucid, and 
| grunt as | feel him crush a lung through the use of my own ribcage. "Go back to sleep." 


"The bus leaves at twelve," | push out. 

"What time is it now?" 

| struggle to lean over the side of the bed, squinting at the alarm clock. "Ten-thirty.” 

Duff grumbles, letting his arms go slack He presses a quick kiss the curve of my jaw before | get up, though, 
and I'm left stunned-- and quiet-- for the remainder of time it takes me to get dressed and head down to the 
lobby with a sleepy blonde bassist in tow. 

The breakfast here isn't the best, admittedly, but I'm not all that hungry anyway. Duff rushes off to pile his 
plate high with tons of sugary, high calorie foods and | make my way over to where Slash and Steven are 


sitting; the both of them sipping orange juice while flicking through a couple of Teen Vogue magazines. 


"Morning, Ax!" Steven chirps, glancing up with a smile. "Did you know you were voted Nancy Friedburger's 
number one dream date for this month's issue?" 


| wrinkle my nose, sitting down "Who the hell is that?" 
"She's the Whitney High School prom queen, dude!" 


| moan, draping my arms on the table and letting my head rest precariously over the tops of them. Behind my 
eyes | see scenes of the night before played out in perfect clarity, like I'd recorded everything on a VHS tape 


and jammed it inside my brain, and | moan again, long and despairing, pulling Slash's attention 
"Sleep much?" He asks. 
"No," | reply miserably. 


The seat across from me screeches back as a body plops itself down into it, and | wince at the awful noise it 


makes, head pounding like someone had taken a jackhammer to my skull. 

Fellas," Duff greets, a little more coherent now that he's had a moment to smell all the eggs and bacon. He 
also sounds significantly more cheerful than | probably do, and | burrow my head further in my arms when | 
feel the weight of someone's hand-- Steven's, | think-- patting me comfortingly on the shoulder. 


"Why so down, buddy? You had a nice time last night, right?" 


"Yeah, what's the major malfunction?" Slash asks, the sounds of him closing his magazine reaching my ears. 


"Kept me up till five in morning, and from what / could hear, you were enjoying the hell outta yourself" 
| stop breathing, my blood running cold like I'd fallen into a frozen lake. It takes me a moment to unfurl from 
my position curled up on the table, and when | glance up at Slash he's smiling, arms crossed with a haughty 


grin peeking through the fringe of his hair. 


Duff pauses, glass of milk raised halfway to his lips, and his eyes snap to Slash as though the guitarist just 
told the three of us he killed a man and stashed the body somewhere behind the hotel. 


"What? Duff. 
"Five™ Steven. 
Slash laughs curtly, picking up his fork to stab at a cold pancake. "It's all good, ‘cause I'll just sleep on the drive, 


but if | can offer you two a bit of advice," he shoves his food into his mouth and chews, smile still wide and 


entirely derisive, "maybe use Axl's room next time?" 
Y Y 


Play The Way You Feel It 
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"Thank you United Center! Thank you Chicago! Did we rock the house tonight or what?" 


A cacophony of applause and cheers erupt from the venue; chanting, clapping, demanding more Guns, more 


music, more Ax/ Rose. 


This is quite possibly the first good performance we've had in a while, and for that, I'm thankful. It's not often 

that the band gets to catch a break between airborne piss bottles and dickheads making a fuss in the audience, 
and if I'm honest, | think the rest of the guys are just as fed up with me steamrolling our gigs as | am about 

all the inconveniences that make showing up to them not worth my fucking time. 


Slash noodles out another riff, small and short to drive the ladies up front wild, and before | can even blink a 
pair of lacy pink panties are catapulting through the air and hooking themselves over the head stock of his 
guitar. He plays on, though, and | laugh because -- hey, thats pretty good aim for a random out in the crowd, 
and then I'm laughing harder because an identical pair slingshots right into my face not a moment later, 


smelling sweet and floral like they'd been dipped in potpourri. 


| peel the frilly undergarment off, still chuckling, twirling it around an index finger on one hand while | sweep 
sweat-dampened hair out of my face with the other. 


"Hell yeah," | pant into the microphone, and it takes me a moment to stumble back, head swirling and heart 
thundering like I'd just ran a mile. The stage is hot and arid, the arena is packed full of grooving, energized 
bodies and I'm glad that we've finally finished our set list because the respirator sounds great right about 
now; | can barely fucking breathe beneath the burning stage lights. 


We take our leave after bidding one more farewell, and | trip briefly over a couple of Slash's amp chords, but 
luckily there were no more obstacles for my clumsy feet to come into contact with as we made our back 
backstage and stumbled down the narrow steps. 


An oxygen tank is waiting for me, and | stand there awkwardly, pressing the facemask to my nose as | get 
some proper airflow going in my lungs and its great; its absolutely fucking amazing Not as good as stepping 


outside, maybe, but | feel less suffocated than | did dancing around in front of the crowd. 


A hand slaps me hard on the back as it's owner passes by, and | glance up in just enough time to see Duff 


looking back at me briefly with a small smile, still chewing that piece of gum he had since before the show, and 


suddenly my mind is filled with thoughts; terrible thoughts, the kind that go-- 
Christ, Ax, the sounds you make 


--and leave me floundering, flustered and short of breath. The stagehand stares at me worriedly when | start 
inhaling a little harder, but | just flash him a thumbs up, pulling away from the mask once I've given myself 


enough time to cool down and alleviate my frenzied heartbeat. 


"Take it easy, Axl," he tells me, patting me on the shoulder. | just nod, because my brain is still all scrambled 
and words are hard and | just want to go scrub the sweat off my face already, and when | walk away | take 
note of how fucking packed the back area is, all the roadies and friends and friends of friends piling it in with 
their red Solo cups and their happy, congratulatory hollering. 


| can't even make out where the others ran off to. | think | might recognize Izzy's head over the ever-shifting 
tides of people, but I'm not sure, and right now l'm too tired to care; my throat aches and my muscles burn 


and l'm already starting to smell myself. 


Exhausted, | push and shove my way towards the changing rooms, unapologetic for any toes or heels | end up 


trampling in my path. 


AISTLLT 


"So you'll come out tonight, right?" Steven asks. 


I's a little later into the evening that I've found the rest of the guys, all doped up on whatever it is they've 
chosen as their post-celebratory poison Steven's as excitable as ever, wiggling with a pretty girl in his lap, and 
Slash seems content with the way another is draped across his, fingers alternating between carding through 


her hair and reaching up to rub infrequently at his nose. 


"To the bar?" He continues, "Someone told me the dudes from Metallica were kicking it there, didn't know if you 
wanted to go say hi, or... 


Steven trails off, shrugging his shoulders with a sheepish expression. His hands fall back onto the girl's legs, 
huge in comparison with her thighs, and I'm trying hard-- so, so hard-- not to imagine three weeks ago when 
| was in another bar, letting Duff touch me like that and whisper in my ear about how much he /kes me, 


about how much he wishes he could have just asked me out on a date-- 


| stop my train of thought before it ends up edging too close to what | really, really don't want to start 


reminiscing about in the middle of an after party -- especially not when the culprit of my sexuality crisis is 
sitting in a chair a couple of feet away from me, sipping at a bottle of beer and looking totally engrossed in 


the conversation at hand. 


Its a bad idea to go bar hopping, | think. I've drank enough on this tour already, and every time | go drinking | 
end up in compromising situations that my poor brain can't make proper excuses for. Shaking my head, | set 


my coke down beside my hip and lean back against the foot of the sofa 
"Not tonight," | say. 


Steven pouts. The girl in his lap leans up to kiss at his neck, but he keeps his eyes trained on me as he whines 


out a deflated, "but why?" 


And well-- | won't go into the why's; because they're quite obvious, but Steven doesn't know that.. at least, | 
don't think he does. He's watching innocently from his position in a not-so-innocent display of PDA, pouting and 
running his hands all over his groupie's thighs and sides, and it's enough to get me to avert my gaze and focus 


it somewhere less provocative. 


“Cause we all know how well that's been going, with me hittin’ the bars lately ‘n everything," | reply, tapping 
my fingers against my soda can, “ain't that right?" 


From my peripherals | think | can see him shrug, turning his attention back to the chick like he never asked in 
the first place. 


"Well if you change your mind." 


| won't" | punctuate my words with another small swig, bracelets clinking against the aluminum. Steven nods 


minutely. 


"What are you going to do, then?" Duff asks. | turn my head to look at him, blinking up at his inquisitive face, 
and try not to acknowledge the way he focuses on my lips before he focuses on my eyes. Distractions, 


distractions. 


For a short moment | forget how to speak, my words dying on the tip of my tongue all in favor of the 
memories, the second bar incident, the way Duff's voice had lowered to murmur those things in my ear, like-- 


fuck-- the sounds | made, or the way his face pinched moments before-- 
"Sleep," | tell him. 
"Sleep?" Duff raises a brow, does that special little gesture that makes me feel oh-so squirmy, and well of 


course-- | find it undeniably captivating. It only solidifies my decision that much more, because if l'm not above 


acknowledging my disturbing attraction to my bassist, | figure it's about time to make a hasty retreat. 


"Sleep. It's been a long day, you know how it goes." 


And | don't think he does, but he's nice enough to act like it. Duff nods and polishes off the rest of his beer, 
carelessly letting the empty bottle clink down onto the floor somewhere by his feet. “That's a good idea, maybe 


Ill turn in early too," he says conversationally. 


| feel my nerves spike, peering over at him from the corner of my eye. "You? Calling it a night before three in 


the morning?" 


Slash, who'd remained uncharacteristically quiet the entire time, suddenly reanimates himself to join the topic. 


He leans back a bit, smiling, bouncing his ankle where it rests over one knee. 


"What an awesome idea, Duff," he says, emphasis heavy on awesome. | shift nervously, holding my Coke to my 


mouth. "Didn't you say you were feelin’ a little beat after the show, too?" 
"Very beat, Slash. | can barely hold my eyes open," Duff agrees with an exaggerated yawn 


| squint. My eyes dart between Slash and Duff rapidly, trying to get a good read on their expressions, because 
they're hiding something and | fucking know it. Who talks like that? What does it mean? Do | even want to know? 


Actually, I'm questioning a lot of my choices lately. I'll confirm it and say | don't want to know. | don't 

Before any of this shit can escalate further, I'm gathering myself to my feet and peeling at an uncomfortable 
chafe in my leather pants, wedging up into my inner thigh. | don't know if Duff watched me do it. | don't care. | 
feel like I'm being sized up by a couple of fucking lions, or something. The instinct coded in my genes to flee like 
prey is slapping me hard in the face. 

"Where's Izzy?" | ask, because as much as he may want to suplex me into an industrial dumpster and haul me 
off to a landfill, he's still my closest friend and | really need to talk to someone about ths. Slash, with his smile 
still present, shrugs and scans the party briefly. 

‘Outside, probably?" 

| think | saw him leave about an hour ago," Steven chimes in, "maybe he went back to the hotel already?" 

| scowl. Of course. 

Normally I'd stick around longer to make sure the peanut gallery keeps themselves from winding up dead in a 
ditch somewhere, but all the conspiring and the wayward glances and the way l'm being left in the dark has 
got me on edge; thoughts spiraling, anxiety kicking in. Slash is still grinning, that asshole, and | need to hurry up 


get the hell out of dodge before my good mood is completely tarnished. 


"Right, I'm gone. Stay out of trouble," | tell them, pointing specifically at Steven 


"Scout's honor," he says, placing one hand on his chest while lifting the other up in the air. 


"Yeah, yeah. Take that white hat bullshit and shove it," | sigh. "Sound check's at four. Be up by then, or else I'll. 


| don't know. Take a grater to your nuts or something like that.” 


There's a collective murmur, all reluctantly assenting, and with that | break off from the group and start 
heading towards the emergency exit, lukewarm soda in hand. When | make it outside and start the journey back 
to the hotel two blocks down the street, | pretend | don't hear the exit being pushed open again a few yards 
behind me. 


LIST TI 


Twelve in the morning is what my wall clock reads. 


l'm sprawled out on my bed, an arm thrown over my face as | listen to Stevie Nicks‘ voice sing to the 


melancholic tone of Dreams and let it help drone out my own, equally depressing thoughts. 


Okay, maybe not depressing. I'm faring alright in that particular regard, so | guess I'd call it overfaxed, or 
perhaps just mentally exhausted. I'm fucking tired. | can't anoint it to anything specific, because | did just play 
three shows back to back after all, but I'm positive it's something deeper-- something to do with Duff, and 
the way Duff's been acting, and the night Duff kissed me in the bar and then decided to kiss me in a few 
other unconventional places at the hotel, too, and well-- its all very fucking confusing l'm confused, that much 


is determined. 


| thought maybe if | gave it a few weeks to settle then I'd be two steps ahead by now -- or three, at least, 
considering my birthday feels like it was eons ago; but it turns out I'm still at the fucking start of it all, just 


like | said | was when | promised myself I'd never bring up this shitstorm ever again 


And now, because | couldn't let it go, and because | had to get my answers, I've given myself a mountain's 


worth of stress -- and, by extension, let my bass player suck my dick. 
And | liked it. 


l'm not afraid to admit it. | guess it's obvious that | liked it because he's still alive, isn't he? And the following 
morning when | woke up to him draped around my back with his lips tickling my neck and his arm thrown over 
my waist, | didn't bludgeon him to death with his own instrument the moment | became lucid enough to do so, 


which says a lot. The fact that | didn't want to either says a lot more. 


We didn't talk much, after that. We carried on as normal, and our dates have stopped since then, and it's hard 
to convince myself that | don't feel disappointed about it because | do; | do, I'm upset that he's reverted back 


to the same old Duff I've known for the past couple of years and it's like he never even leaned in to tell me-- 
Thunder only happens when it's raining 


Kicking a socked foot, | hum to the melody. The Walkman | always carry from place to place rests beside me, 
and | grab it to cradle it against my chest. 


I'd ended up calling Izzy instead of seeking him out like | originally planned to do. We talked and | learned quite a 
lot about the situation, like how they were all in on it from the start, and they have been, for a long, long 
time. It was Steven's idea for the whole traumatic ass slapping experience, but he put a lot of thought into it- 


- for Duff, of course, not for me. 


Slash's little chat with me was simply him under the impression that | wasn't into Duff, which at the time | 
really wasn’, | think, so he advised that | should tell Duff | had no interest in a follow up, and l.. didn't do that. 


| did the exact opposite. | signed up for more. 


Shit, | agreed to get spanked again because | thought that I'd been emasculated somehow; and for that | had to 


prove myself true. | agreed to a bet. | went out on dates. 
| kissed Duff. Duff sucked my dick 


And Izzy was okay with that. Slash was okay with that. Steven set up an elaborate scheme to get the ball 
rolling for that to happen, and it actually fucking worked. 


When the rain washes you clean, you'll know, you'll know 


| groan into the crook of my elbow, closing my eyes to shroud my thoughts in darkness. It doesn't matter if 
they're open or closed -- | can still see the images; the both of us laid out on his hotel bed as he hovered 
above me and whispered a load of pillow talk in my ear while | held him with an unsteady fist. It was the 
shittiest handjob to end all handjobs yet he seemed to enjoy it nonetheless, taking a while to peak, but finishing 


strong all the same. 


When his eyes found mine after | remember seeing a softness | was unfamiliar with and it was unnerving, to 
say the least -- | had playfully pushed him off when he collapsed on top of me but the reminiscence of his 
vulnerable expression was like a Polaroid in my mind; ever present, terrifying and too much to consider right 


now when l'm still feeling so unsure. 


Maybe I'll get more answers soon, but I'm not positive I'm even ready to receive them. They'll uncork the 
answers that lie within me as well, and | feel like it's too soon to let that champagne fly. | need more time. 


More exposure to it all. 


Have you any dreams you'd like fo sell? 

I'm fine with it, at least surface level-wise. Boy George likes men, doesn't he? And Bowie, too. Maybe taking 
solace from someone like George was a little stupid, but | can place bets that Pete Burns bats for the same 
team to some degree as well, and he's kind of hot, so it all evens out. 

l'Il put a lid on it for now. 

Like a heartbeat, drives you mad 

h the stillness of remembering, what you had 


And what you lost-- 


A cluster of knocks pound on my door, startling me from my thoughts. | jump, freeze -- slide my headphones 
off of one ear so | can hear a little better. 


"Yeah?" 
"House cleaning!" A voice says, muffled by the wood. | hesitate, brows pinching together in bewilderment. 


"At twelve? What the fuck for?" 


The person groans. "Ax, it's me. C'mon, you really think those underpaid geriatrics are gonna stay up past eight 


just to come touch your crusty cum socks?" 
| gape. " Duff” 
"The one and only." 


Shit. Fuck. Shit. | fumble with my Walkman, pause the tape so | can slip the headphones the rest of the way off 
and toss them both back down onto the bed. | sit up, painfully aware of my own state of undress, and 
frantically hop to my feet so | can find my old shirt from earlier and slip it back over my head. 


"So listen," Duff says, and oh god, not now, "I'm sorry it's taken me so long to approach you about this, but l.. 
you know, | think its a good idea we stop ignoring the bear in the room. Or whatever that saying is. The big.. 


awkward, embarrassing thing." 


| wince, locating the soiled article of clothing from beneath the nightstand and quickly unfold it from it's tangled 


mess. God, | hope | have no surrounding neighbors. 


"l'm just gonna come out and say it like it is, because its been bothering me a lot longer than you can 


probably imagine, right, and I'm starting to lose some serious sleep here ‘cause of it so if you would just--" 


| reach for the door, unlocking it and swinging it open. Duff jolts, looking up from his feet to regard me in mild 


surprise. 

--open the door..." 

He blinks. | blink. 

"Hj" 

"Hey." 

It's tense, | can already feel the heat filling in the apples of my cheeks. Duff doesn't seem to be doing much 
better, though that might have just been the alcohol flush, but he is red. Red red, contrasted by pale skin and 
pale hair and dark, dark clothes. We stare at each other for another brief second before | clear my throat, 
motioning for him to continue. He regains steam, shaking his head a little before he picks back up again 
“Alright, like-- like | was saying, | just.. | need some answers, Axl" He pauses, glancing back down at the floor. 
He scuffs the toe of his shoe. "| was so sure you didn't like me like that after your birthday, and then you 
came to me afterwards to.. what, ask me about it? And then you agreed to let me do it again which-- by the 
way-- | would never do unless you specifically wanted me to because | know that's a very intimate thing and it 
requires a lot of trust and consent beforehand--" 


"Duff--" 


"-- but the main thing is, you let me. You let me hold your hand, you let me kiss you...” He trails off, his eyes 
suddenly snapping back up to bore into mine. He lifts his arms exasperatedly, palms outstretched. "We had sex! 


"Woah-- hold on, it was not sex: 

"Yes it was!" 

"Mutual masterbation at most!" 

Duff glares at me, but the steel in his eyes liquifies quickly. Suddenly, he looks a lot more-- 
Vulnerable. Open. The same way he had three weeks ago, with his face hanging closely over mine. 


"Just tell me, man. What the fuck is all this? Do you actually see me the way | see you? ‘Cause I'll be real, it's 
starting to fuck with me real bad." 


I'm quiet. | steal quick little glances at him every now and then as | struggle to find the right words, shifting 


from foot to foot while the panic in my chest rises like an ocean current. 

| don't know. | want to have a straight answer, but | don't, and | have no idea what to fucking say-- 
"Axl?" 

"| don't know." 


Silence ensues. Duff frowns, pulling his hands from his pockets to let them rest anxiously by his sides. | can 
see his fingers twitching. "What?" 


"Just. Maybe it's better if we drop all of this and move on. For the sake of Guns, but.. also you 'n me." | fidget 
with the door lock, taking in the slideshow of emotions that go fluttering across Duff's features; from 
confusion to frustration to resignation, all in the span of about five seconds. "You're my friend, Duff. You're 
the best fucking bassist I've ever had the pleasure of knowing, and I'd be a real dick to ruin what we got by 
letting this shit get in the way." 


Duff's frown cuts deeper. "So you don't?" He asks. "You don't like me?" 
Goddammit. "I do like you, thats the problem, man, you're not listening. I'm not about to let my band float tits 
up ‘cause | got the hots for you, that'd be so-- god, just, you get it, don't you? You see where l'm coming 


from, right?" 


Duff is quiet for a long time. I've already went back to focusing on the wall over his shoulder, but | can see 


him nod slightly before he murmurs, "Yeah. Makes sense." 

"Does it?" 

"Yeah." 

He takes a step back, and when he looks up he's got a neutral expression on his face; but his eyes are pink 
around the rims and his adams apple quivers slightly with each thick swallow. | feel like total dog shit, but | 
can't back out of my decision now. | said what | said and | won't second guess it -- | never fucking do. 

"Alright," he says, and his voice is hushed and raw, "that's all | needed. Thanks, Ax." 

| watch as Duff steps back one more time, shoving his hands back into his pockets again. He hangs his head low 
as he turns on his heel and begins to walk down the narrow corridor, and without much else to do | softly 
close the door behind him. 


And then slump against it. 


| breathe in deeply, squeezing my hands so hard | can feel the prick of dull fingernails cutting into my clammy 


palms. | didn't want to say that. | really didn't want to say that. The urge to tell him the truth -- because | 
know what the truth fucking is, and | didn't necessarily tell him no but | also didn't exactly tell him yes either - 
- was so strong, so alluring that | cant help feeling like | missed some great opportunity; something giant and 
grand and groundbreaking. 


"Shit," | whisper. 


So much for keeping a lid on it. All kinds of things were slapping me hard in the face today, and | feel like I'm 


having a mental overload; like I'll combust at any given moment.. A lit match dropped into a gas can. 
"Shirt" 


The first and only time | will ever admit to second guessing myself and my decisions is right here, right now, 
with my forehead pressed hard against the door and my nails unintentionally bloodletting in the meat of my 
hands. For once, the band's welfare was not above my own. For once | was letting curiosity override common 


sense, and for once | was being brave; growing some spine to confront the things that scare me. 


| straighten up, prepared to fling the door open and chase Duff down the hall-- but when | open it again l'm 
face-to-chest with the lanky blonde once more instead, only this time, his eyes are wide and watery as he 
takes in my equally desperate expression; a fist poised in front of himself like he was seconds away from 


knocking. 
There's no hesitation this time. Duff opens his mouth and starts to talk. 


"Sorry, sorry, | know this looks bad but | swear | was just coming back to tell you why | think the band would 
be perfectly fine if you did like me like that, which | think you do, you said--" 


Not skipping a beat, | fist a hand in his shirt and haul him inside my room before he can even finish that 
sentence, causing him to stumble and bump into the door as | move to push it closed with my toe. He yelps, 


his own hands flying out to help stabilize himself. 
"You're right," | tell him without thinking about it. 
"About you liking me?" 


"About the band being fine if | do." | step forward, pressing our bodies close as | reach up and wind an arm 


around his broad, bony shoulders. He stiffens, hands moving down to grasp lightly at my hips. 


Duff tilts his head down to look at me, all awestruck and starry eyed, and | take the golden opportunity to kiss 
him again, relishing in the feel of slightly chapped lips colliding with my own. He responds almost immediately, 
kissing me back with a ferocity | haven't felt since the night of our drunken confessions, and the fingers 
clasping my hips suddenly migrate their way to my ass, digging in firm beneath each cheek 


"Jump," he says quietly. | do so without further instruction, wrapping my legs tight around his waist. 

| inhale sharply when my back connects with the cool drywall, Duff using it for leverage as he leans heavily 
into me. My body is alight in the sweetest hellfire, like it was all those nights ago, only this time | welcome it 
fully-- moaning when Duff bites down on the juncture between shoulder and neck, pinching the skin between 
his teeth and rolling a warm tongue over the soreness of it. 

| thought you didn't know what you wanted?" He questions, and his breath is hot, billowing over the wet mark 
on my flesh and pulling a shudder from my chest. | hold him closer, taking in the way | can feel him smile 
against the column of my throat. 


"| don't know what | want in the future," | tell him honestly, "but | know | want you." 


Duff chuckles softly right below my ear, sounding happy and relieved and too cute for words. It sends a 
swarm of butterflies tumbling in my stomach, spreading out through my veins. 


"Right now?" He asks, kissing my jaw like he had the morning after. | sigh, leaning into it. 


Right now?” |maginary-Slash asks incredulously, as if he were appalled by the idea of us getting frisky while he 


was still sharing my headspace. 
"Yeah, right now." 


Duff laughs again, holding me closer still. "Right now it is," he declares softly, and grinds his hips into mine. 


And | Want, And | Need 
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"Duff?" 
"Yeah?" 
"Your hands are shaking." 


Duff glances up from his position slotted between my open thighs, seemingly puzzled by my statement. He 
fumbles with the bottle of lubricant in his hands for a second or two, and then laughs when it slips out of his 
fingers and lands on the comforter beside his knee. 


He doesn't look up when he says, "Do you know how long I've been wanting to do this?" and reaches to grab for 
it again, flicking open the cap with his thumb so he can squeeze out a generous dollop onto three of his 


fingers. |, however, am watching him with rapt attention. 
"And you know what you're doing?" | ask 
"Sure," Duff shrugs, "I'm well-informed. | had a gay best friend in high school." 


| feel the cool, slick press of one digit slide between the cleft of my ass then, causing me to jump and arch 
away nervously. "That doesn't mean anything! How are you supposed to be good at something if you've never 


done it before?" 
"We're doing it right now," he smiles, "and practice makes perfect, right?" 


For a moment, | wonder how many times Duff's done this, how many times he's had someone in his bed, 
staring up at him. Its not like it matters, but I've always had a bit of a curious streak and being in this room, 
right now, is bringing out the nosiest parts of me. Duff's dry hand skates fleetingly over my cock, and | squirm 
slightly at the pleasant sensation it brings. 


It feels strange to have another person so close to the, er-- most private part of me. Duff settles in between 
my legs a little better, perfectly comfortable, while my head reels from the waves of foo vulnerable, too open 
| have to remind myself that this is Duff -- a friend, a romantic interest, a fellow human being subject to 


those same feelings every now and then -- but it's only when Duff leaves a cheeky bite on the innermost 


part of my thigh that | ease up a little, letting out the breath I'd been holding in. 


| chew my lower lip, worried he'd take my silence for consent, but he simply waits with a loose-lipped 
expression; the corners of his mouth tilted up softly, his eyes never once leaving my face. Duff's always been 
patient but-- hell, he's had the patience of a saint ever since all this complicated shit came to surface. Most 


people would get frustrated and give up the ghost, but not Duff. Duff was resilient. Duff wants this, and I'm 


sure | do too. 
"Tell me when," he says, smile still present. "We'll go at your pace, okay?" 


| hesitate briefly, going over the offer, before | nod slightly and part my legs a little wider in silent invitation 
Duff's attention focuses back down again, and his finger rubs a slippery trail around the shape of my entrance. 


"Relax and it won't hurt," he informs me quietly, fingertips still teasing the sensitive skin. | shiver. 
"Just do it already." 
And so he does. 


True to his word, the first finger sinks inside without much resistance; foreign and strange and unlike anything 
I've ever felt before in the realm of bedroom antics. It feels different than the time Duff did this when we 
were both drunk, and | wonder where the magic is -- why the hell it feels significantly less amazing, and 


significantly more uncomfortable. 


"Seems like you're getting ready to fuck me, or something," | gripe as | feel him begin thrusting shallowly. 
Duff's brows furrow. 


"That's because | am," he replies in a bewildered tone. "Didn't you get the memo when | pulled the lube out?" 
Oh. "I figured you were going to suck me off again like last time." 
Duff scoffs at that, but doesn't comment. 


After a moment of gentle back-and-forth motion he unfurls a second finger; pulling the first out to combine 
them and slowly slip back inside of me again. | wince at the burn it illicits, and it seems like my reaction sets 

off his autopilot response-- prompting him to lean forwards and kiss my forehead as he whispers a string of 
praise against my temple. | sigh, resigning to it. 


The pain fades quickly, replaced by an urgent sort of itch The kind that you can't reach, but you can feel-- 
aching, longing for something a little more despite not knowing exactly what. Impatient to figure it out, | rock 
down against the next motion of his hand, and Duff likes that because he's making a little humming noise in the 
back of his throat, pushing his fingers deep inside but not deep enough to scratch it 


"You feelin’ it yet, baby?" He asks, and I'd be a liar if | said Duff sweet talking me didn't make my body erupt in 
a raze of powerful gooseflesh. Instead of answering | roll my hips down again, coaxing his hand to move, but it 


stays infuriatingly immobile as he continues to watch me with something like amusement in his eyes. 
"Cmon, you asshole," | say irritably, "move" 


Duff chuckles, and if | weren't in such an awkward position | would have slugged him right between the eyes 
for playing it coy. He's sliding his digits out again to regroup with a third, and when he reenters it's a lot less 
gentle; a quick snap of his wrist has him buried as deep as he can reach, making me grunt and arch up off of 


the bed. 


"Nice and easy, Ax, you're doing great so far," he coos, his words soft compared to the rigorous motion of his 
fingers. They stretch and scissor and twist, and a few times | feel him brush against that one fucking spot, but 


never enough to spark anything more than a gasp or a twitch. 


"You don't need to coach me through anal, motherfucker," | snap, fisting the sheets. Duff laughs, spacing his 
fingers one more time before he's removing them completely. 


"Some people like it," he informs me, sitting back on the balls of his feet. He reaches for his back pocket and 


brandishes a plain leather wallet, fishing out a foil packet from within. "Keeps them calm." 


"I am calm" | watch as Duff shimmies his jeans and underwear midway down his thighs, and suddenly l'm not 


so sure of words anymore as his dick bounces free like a bobblehead toy. "Jesus Christ" 


Duff shakes out the wrapper before he tears it open, and he must've done this enough, | think, because he 
doesn't even watch himself roll it on or pinch a reservoir at the tip when he says, "You still have a chance to 


change your mind." 


And | do, that's true, but I've already gotten this far in the game. Duff's bore witness to all of me-- all of 
me, even the parts people shouldn't necessarily want to see, but he does, and has, and his hands have been 
there once already anyway, so fuck it. | agreed to getting my ass slapped, | agreed to go on coffee dates, | 
agreed that | liked getting my ass slapped and | agreed to let him suck my dick. I've already determined that I'd 
try anything at least once, so~- yeah. 


Fuck it Me. Whatever. 


Duff doesn't waste time, inching closer on his knees so that he can spread me open a little more. | flush 


uncomfortably in this position, but his eyes don't linger for long. 


| really don't want you to, though," he murmurs. He leans heavily on one forearm right beside my head while 
he reaches down with his opposite hand and gets a steady grip on himself, and not a second later | feel the 
blunt press of his cock against my ass; big and scary and much thicker than three measly fingers. | close my 
eyes. 


"You're still shaking." 


‘lm trying not to. Just a little excited, is all" Duff sighs, brushing a few errant strands of hair out of my 


face. "You really have no idea how long I've been wanting to do this." 

His hips remain still as he speaks, and curiously | press back against them a bit just to test the waters. He 
twitches, folding over to breathe against the crook of my neck, and that little motion was enough to spur him 
back into action because he's pushing forwards, whispering a soft "relax" and finally, fucking finally making the 
initial breach. 

And it hurts. 

He makes it about three inches in before I'm stopping him with a hardy slap at his shoulder, demanding that 
he gives me another moment to adjust so | don't explode out of sheer discomfort. Duff relents, and not long 
after l'm allowing him to slowly -- very fucking slowly -- slide the rest of the way inside and bottom out 
completely. 

"C'mon, Ax, at least fry and relax," Duff grits, "I feel like lve got my dick stuck in a Chinese finger trap." 

| want to laugh, but the pain keeps me from doing so. | nod instead, groaning into the back of my palm. 

"lll go slow, alright?" 

| nod again. Duff doesn't move. 

"Axl" 

| open my eyes. 

"Unclench please." 

"Sorry" 

The first few thrusts are gentle, Duff exerting an admirable amount of willpower as he takes his time to get 
me properly acclimated to the foreign feeling. The KY jelly makes each thrust fluid and easy, but | can tell that 
Duff wants more -- his hips stuttering every now and then, the hand he used to guide himself now digging 
fresh bruises into the cradle of my hip. 

l'm not sure where to throw my arms, but his neck is in reach, and | feel like it's a hell of a lot less awkward 


to hold him rather than lay here like a wet towel-- so | do just that-- pulling him in, reveling in the way his 


skin is already clammy where it touches mine. 


"How are you not shaking?" Duff chuckles breathlessly, nipping at the marks he's left on my throat. | squirm a 
little, and he tenses slightly at the motion 


"Can you stop talking? Just for like, two seconds? I'm gonna need you to start getting busy here." 


Duff moans, face shifting up so he can rest his forehead against mine. His eyes are closed. "Two seconds might 


be a generous estimate, this hurts me a lot more than it hurts you.” 
"Get busy, Duff!" 


Without protest, he does as he's told. The slow drag of his hips is merciful on my poor battered ass, and he 
keeps it real simple, no crazy angles or wild kama sutra shit one might see in porno films or nudie mags. Just 
a basic back-and-forth motion, soft and sweet-- and bit by fedlous bit | can feel the discomfort starting to 


simmer down. 


Duff is, genuinely | believe, handling this a lot worse than | am. His face is pinched, moisture clinging to his 
brow with his jaw set tight. The hand on my hip is iron-bound with a death grip, still shaking, and | can hear 
him breathing heavily as he struggles to hold himself together. 


| could be mean and poke fun at his inability to keep composure in bed, but | decide to throw him a bone 
instead. 


"Faster," | say. 


"Oh, thank god," Duff whines, and then his hips snap hard; rocking my entire body forward with the force of it. 
Without much else to do, | grab a fistful of bleached hair and hold on for dear life; fearing for the virtue of 
my ass and sending silent condolences to all the asses before mine as he picks up speed and starts stapling me 


to the mattress. 


With pace and intensity comes the natural shift in vantage, though, and soon each thrust was rubbing against 
that spot, the golden one, pulling a series of startled yelps from my chest and garnering his attention quickly. 


"How we doin’ down here?" Duff asks, tilting his head a little so he can look me in the eye. | scowl at him, at 
the way he giggles like an idiot when | don't give him the sort of answer he might want, and tug sharply at the 


roots of his hair. He winces. 


"You're single-handedly the worst dirty-talker in the history of dirty-talkers," | complain. "Shut up and fuck me 
already." 


Duff shivers, giving me a few vicious thrusts as he leans into my grip. "Um, full disclosure, if you keep saying 


stuff like that--" 


" Duff! 


Laughing, he falls back into a steady rhythm; hard and fast and satisfactory. | squeeze the bedspread with my 
free hand and he reaches down to grab it with his own, relocating it to his back and smiling cheekily at my 
confused expression. 

"Still feeling alright?" He asks. 

"Goddammit Duff, your fucking dirty talk--" 


"Fine- feels good, doesn't it?" Duff corrects, driving his hips home again, "You like it when | spread you open like 
this? You take it so well, too. | bet if |... aah.. oh shit--" 


Duff suddenly freezes, pulling a funny expression. | blink up at him, slightly worried, sliding my hand from his 
shoulder blade to his face so | can cup at his cheek. 


"Duff?" 


"Oh shit," he wheezes again, and before | know it l'm being slammed into the bed at a frantic pace, Duff 


pistoning his hips like a well-oiled machine as he-- wait, is he--? 


Duff makes a noise then, low and guttural like he'd been punched in the gut. He gives it one last violent thrust 
before he's trembling on top of me and holding me firm against his lap, teeth digging into the skin of my neck.. 


| stare over his shoulder at the ceiling. He totally is 
"| am so sorry." 
"You're fine." 


‘lam so sorry, | swear, this doesn't usually happen but | also don't usually dirty talk because that sort of 
thing is, well, it's hot but its especially hot because its you and--" 


"Really, man. Its no big deal" | raise a hand to stop Duffs rambling, and his face is so cherry red that | can't 
feel any discontent towards him or the situation itself. Actually-- its pretty fucking hilarious, but | won't hold 
it against him. 

That can come later. 

Speaking of which... 

"Did your gay friend say that this is what's usually supposed to happen?" | ask, gesturing down towards my 


own hard cock still patiently waiting its turn. Duff's eyes follow the motion and then he's gasping, wedging a 
hand between the both of us so he can wrap it around me. 


"No, l-- Im sure that with time.. fuck, Axl, | really am sorry, man. It should have been you who--" 


"IFs okay," | whisper, straining up into his touch. It feels good-- and all that stimulation from the inside left me 
closer to the edge than | had realized. Duff perks up at this, and he moves his fist faster as if encouraged by 


my response. 
"| promise," he continues, "the next time I'll wait. I'll make sure you come first, actually, | can--" 

"Kiss me and shut the fuck up, Duff." 

When | finally climax it's to the urgent pump of Duff's hand, the desperate press of his lips, and the sound of 
my own muffled laughter as | think of a future filled with awkward, apologetic sexual situations that Duff can't 
wait to place me in. 


At least his hands have stopped shaking. 


Practice does make perfect, in his own words. 


Been On My Own For Long Enough 


Author's Notes: 

here's where the journey ends, my friends! | never thought I'd see the day where | finished a multi-chap fic, 
yet here we are. ") -pops the champagne- thanks to everyone for sticking it through with poor, confused Axl! 
he's trying his best! enjoy. V 


If someone had told me -- a year ago from now -~ that I'd be entertaining bandmate's intentions and ideals by 
agreeing to become exclusive with him, in a more than friendly sort of way, |'d have probably laughed. Or cried. 
Or both, followed up by throttling said person to a pulp and throwing their body in the Pacific Ocean to be 


gnawed on by the sea life while | contemplated my own admittance to the nearest sanitarium. 
| don't do exclusive, but more than that, | don't do bandmates. 
Because | am not gay. And it's really just that simple -- it should really be just that fucking simple. 


Of course, Duff never did make situations less complex than they already were. In fact, I'd wager to say that 
he likes putting kinks in all the wires, because although he might not be as childish and irritable as say, Steven, 
he still enjoys being the firestarter-- and if the past handful of months have shown me anything, it's that he 
is exceptionally good at it. 


And that | should have seen it coming from a mile away. 
And | wonder briefly (again) just what the fuck that says about me. 


Sighing, | tap the business end of my pen against my open notebook, eyes skirting over the lyrics briefly 


before | raise it up to my lips so | can chew on the cap. 


How the fuck am | supposed to focus when all | can think about how strange this all is? Because I'll admit it, 
it's fucking weird. Its arguable the weirdest thing to ever happen. Like, ever. | used to beat the piss out of kids 
in middle school for calling me thing like gay or queer or every other terrible slur inbetween, and now here | 


am, trying with every ounce of my self control to not write a love song in my male bass player's image. 


| glance down to peek at what I'd written so far, and moan despairingly to nobody but myself. The blonde hair 
and long legs already made their debut, and | haven't even gotten to the chorus yet. That's great. Watch it be 


about cocks, or something. 


At least imaginary Slash has finally fucked off and left me be these days, that dirty devil's advocate. He'd 
probably have something to say about my poor writing quality. 


Leaning back, | sigh even harder; rubbing at my forehead with my free hand as | mull over all the possible 
alternatives so | don't end up going into cardiac arrest in the middle of the tour bus. New material's been in 
the band's queue for quite some time because l've been more than a little squicked trying to write anything 
sentimental, as a sentimental piece usually requires... well. Something about a girl, more often than not. There's 
no girl to sing about, though, which I'm sure is obvious by now, but there s.. 


Duff. 


The same Duff who's stomping his way up the bus pullout steps, swinging the door open and popping his fuzzy 
head inside the cabin | can't see his face, but l'm sure he's just as excitable as he was when he left, maybe 
even moreso now that he's had a couple drinks in his system. 


"Babel" 


"Baby," | reply automatically without looking up. He saunters up the rest of the steps -- without closing the 
door behind himself -- and makes his way over to me, bending at the waist so he can place a sweet (yet 


incredibly sloppy) kiss right against my temple. 


"How's the creative process coming along?" He asks without moving away. The smell of his leather jacket is 


comforting, so | don't bother prodding him to move. 

"Pretty good, | guess." | shrug, glancing up at his cheerful expression. "You been having fun?" 

Duff pouts. "Not really. It'd be better if you came back to the party with me." 

As of right now, its tempting. I've been abstaining from anything consumable besides food and (non-alcoholic) 
drink for the past three weeks to try and get these lyrics written for our next album, but | can't fucking 
think straight with.. god, my partner? Lover? Always standing so close to me, breathing down my neck. | nudge 


him back slightly, and he gives me the room without protest. 


He's still pouting, though. My heart flutters. Maybe it isn’t his proximity that's the problem -- maybe it's his 


existence entirely. 
I'm so completely, whole-heartedly, undeniably and irreversibly fucked 


"Bring me back a cocktail," | say, glancing down at my notebook again. | try my best not to seem distracted, but 
Duff's nothing if not observant. Even as a bumbling drunk, he's pretty good at reading between the lines. 


“Something wrong, Ax?" He asks. 
"Just busy.” 


"You've been busy for, like, a month already. We've barely had any time for each other since the tour ended." 


Duff steps closer and | inhale sharply when his hands cup my cheeks, coaxing me to crane my neck back and 


stare up at his worried, frowny face. "What's going on?" 

Feeling slightly cornered, | cast my eyes to the floor. "Nothing, like | said. I've got a lot on my plate." 

‘I'd be a pretty awful boyfriend if | believed that crock of bullshit the fiftieth time around, wouldn't |?" 

| stiffen, my focus snapping back to Duff as he continues to examine my face intently. He blinks at that, and 
then | feel his thumbs rubbing small circles into the shape of my cheekbones a second later; an attempt on his 
part at keeping me calm. 


It works. He knows what he's doing. 


"Is that it?" Duff asks quietly. | shrug, and his brows mesh together slightly. "Are you scared of other people- 


lm not scared of anything," | snap, but | can't find the energy to tear myself away from his grasp. He 
continues to stroke my cheeks, as calm and patient as ever. "lm just not used to you being.. so fucking close 


all the time. It's-- ruining the flow." 


At that, Duff looks hurt. He begins to pull away, but | reach up and grab his wrists before he can start 


putting distance between us. | don't want him to go. 
“That came out wrong,” | mumble. 
"Do you not want to be with me?" Duff asks. His tone is soft; always so fucking soft. 


"No, that's-- | do. What l'm saying.. Look, all I'm trying to say is.." | take a deep breath, feeling my stomach tie 


in knots when Duff's thumbs stop smoothing over my burning cheeks. "I don't know how." 


Duff's lips thin. His head tilts to the side, eyes darting everywhere to try and read my emotions. "Don't know 


how?" 
"To do this." | say slowly. ".. With you.” 


He's quiet. The need to flee is rising like a storm, swirling and flashing and spreading out through my arms and 
legs. | feel vulnerable again -- even more vulnerable than | had bent over Duffs knees, or in Duff's bed. All 
the times I've been pressed up against the wall or crowded into the coach bathroom before a gig never had 
expectations or labels-- just the way things should be. Nothing to hold against us, nothing to take away from 
it dll. 


| thought this ideal was something Duff and | shared. The disappointment in his face tells me otherwise. 


"l-- | haven't had a real relationship since Indiana" Duff's expression hardens, and he moves to pull away again 


"And l'm afraid" 
"OF commitment?" 


‘OF loving you, you idiot!" | bark, releasing his arms at once shifting further away in the booth seat. | scoot 
over until my hip presses against the cool wall of the bus, taking my pen with me. "Because I'll be honest, it 


would be so easy. So fucking easy, Duff. Do you understand me?" 
"Um. Not really?" Duff says sheepishly. 


"You've done nothing to make me not love you. And | want to love you. | want to and the option is there but 
I'm so fucking worried about what comes after that... I'm worried about where that puts me, I'm worred about 
what people might think.. fuck, it's already affected how | function! Every goddamn song I've written so far has 
had something to do with you!" 


With a violent shove I'm pushing the notebook back towards where Duff is stood at the edge of the fold-out 
table, and he catches it before it tumbles over the side. 


"You wrote songs about me?" He asks softly, glancing down at the pages. 


"All my life," | spit, "I've dealt with being hated. By everyone. Teachers, peers, my own fucking family." | feel like 
I'm laying myself bare, trying to defend my reasoning but only showing my belly even more in the end. 
Regardless, my temper doesn't allow me to water myself down. "The fans love the music, and they love the 
power trip they get when | invite them backstage, but they don't love me. They're in love with the idea of me. 
| don't... | don't know how to--" 


"Axl," Duff interjects, and when | look up at him | realize that my eyes are stinging. | blink, and warmth races 
down my cheeks. "I'm not trying to force you into anything, man. If you don't want us to be a thing, we don't 


gotta be a thing." 


Duff inches closer, unperturbed by the way | flinch at his movements. One knee makes it onto the cushion 


beside me, and | throw my arm out to stop him. 


"I thought it was obvious considering the fact that I've been calling you ‘sweetheart for the past six months," 
he continues, rolling his eyes, "but just in case you're still unaware: /love you. And | have for a long ass time. 
Fuck, man-- ever since my hair was blue, I've loved you. The idea of you, at first. Your voice, 'n your aura, 'n 
the way you were the most punk rock guy I've ever seen" He smiles, and when he makes it past my weak 
barricade | don't bother trying to stop him. "But then it was your personality. Your smile. Your laugh and.. shit, 
| dunno, your zest for life. You're beautiful, Ax. .. Please don't punch me for saying that." 


| blink a few times, before bursting out into watery laughter. Just to be a dick, though, | slug him lightly on 
the shoulder anyway. 


"My dad's gonna hate me," | croak, glancing back down at the notebook Duff places in front of me again. 


"So let him hate you," Duff says, wiping at the wetness on my face, "who gives two shits about what that old 
creep thinks?" Warm hands reach for me next, and soon I'm being pulled into his lap; wrapped up in a tight 
embrace that feels more like home than my own house back in California. "| bet your sister's going to be 


ecstatic" 
| inhale sharply, making Duff hesitate. 
‘| mean-- unless you don't want to, of course. Like | said, it doesn't have to be a thing--" 


"Shut up. | want it to be a thing." Duff's hold tightens around me just the slightest of amounts, and from 
where his head rests over mine | can hear his breath hitch slightly. "I just... m new to it being a thing." | 


pause. "I'm not familiar with anything beyond sex." 


Duff hums. "I can work with that," he murmurs. | feel him place a chaste kiss somewhere in my hair, his 
hands slipping down to run ticklish fingertips up my thighs. "Baby steps. For now l'm just happy to call you 


mine.” 


"And tease me too, it seems," | grumble, squirming. From behind me, Duff's laughter rumbles through his 


chest 

"You know." He whispers. "My birthday's coming up pretty soon" 

"Ard?" 

"And, well, we never really did determine if you liked getting sparked or not-~" 


"Oookay! Alright-- | think it's pretty obvious Id be down for it at this point, right? | mean, what with 


everything else we've done..." 


Duff laughs again, and this time | can feel his shoulders rise and fall with the motion of it. | lean back a bit to 
catch a glimpse of his smile, and for a moment I'm convinced that it's vibrance could rival the sun. A Mteral 


ray of sunshine -- that's what Duff is. 


| wanna win that bet though," he tells me, "you've got a lot of cool records, baby. Collector's and all that. Plus 
itd be pretty great to say | finally beat you at something for once." 


| mull it over briefly, drumming my fingertips on the table's surface. Jostling my weight a bit in Duff's lap, | 
turn myself around so that I'm straddling it instead; knees splayed open to accommodate the long line of his 
thighs. "I have no choice, huh?" | ask with a smirk, bracing myself on the booth's back cushion 


Duff gazes up at me fondly, large hands coming back up to grasp me around the ass. "You do.. but for the 


sake of fun and hijinks I'm gonna say no, no you do not. Next week, all your vintage shit will belong to me." 
| chuckle, dipping down to brush our noses together. "Maybe I'll share. If you're nice." At Duff's puzzled 
expression, | smile a little wryly. "You split my ass open the last time, D. There's ways to make it less 
traumatizing. I've got this horse crop--" 


Duff chokes. "Horse crop 


| nod, leaning further in to steal a kiss. He falls into the motion of it easily enough, but pulls back after a 


moment to laugh a little in bewilderment. | frown, chasing his lips with my own. 

"Mm-- Axl," he says, still snickering and trying to maneuver away, "are we gonna talk about this?” 

"Do you wanna talk about it?" | ask quietly, grabbing one of his hands still planted firmly on my ass to bring it 
around and cup at my groin instead. Duff gasps, and | swallow the noise eagerly. "Or do you wanna experience 
ir 

"But, your song--" 

"It can wait." 

"The party--" 


"It can wait, Duff." 


He huffs, but ends up caving anyway. His hand begins to rub and squeeze of it's own volition, and | mindlessly 


roll my hips in response; moaning hot into his open mouth. 


"Tonight doesn't count for the bet," | breathe, "my gear bag is in one of the bus's storage compartments 


outside. Wanna run ‘n grab it for me real quick, sugar?" 


Duff groans like a five-year-old but does as he's asked of anyway, gently nudging me off to the side so that 
he can stand up and readjust his too-tight pants. | stare without shame. 


"You're gonna get it twice as hard on my birthday for this," Duff grouses as he stumbles back down the 
steps, and | waggle a few fingers at him as his mass of curly blonde hair disappears back out the door. 


"Looking forward to it!" | call, sinking back into my seat with a grin 
And, yeah-- a week passes by, and lo and behold, | have to take another trip to the pharmacy to pick up some 


medicated salve for my fresh new bruises. No cuts or welts this time, thankfully-- though two rounds in 


such a short time frame really takes a lot of a guy; not to mention | lost too many valuable items to count 


and, well, Duff really was adamant about me forking them all over. 

| thought he was kidding. He wasn't. 

So here | lay, naked and record-less, with my face buried in a hotel-issued pillow while Duff gently rubs aloe 
vera over my ass with all the tenderness of a careful, doting lover. His fingers skate across a couple of 


especially painful spots, making me tense and wince and squeeze the bed sheets tighter. 


"Don't worry, Ax, you'll get ‘em back someday," Duff says reassuringly, even though | know for a fact that 
he's smiling like a bastard. 


"Fuck you," | grumble without really thinking about it. His answering chuckle tells me that he didn't take it to 


heart. "You're a real grade-a fuckstick, you know that?" 


Duff laughs, and then a moment later | can feel him leaning closer, pressing a lingering kiss right between my 


shoulder blades. "You love me," he says, like it wasn't even an argument. 
"| do," comes my quiet reply, because he's right; there's no argument to be had. 
However. 


"But the next time we make a bet, I'm using the crop on you," | say, “and if you end up liking it, | get all my 


shit back, plus the rest of your collection as compensation” 

Duff stops moving. "Everything™ He asks, tone spelling horror. 

"All of it" 

| feel him shudder behind me, and smile conspiratorially into my fluffy white pillow. 

Sure-- its been a long year of confusion, doubt, and self-discovery. I've determined that | like a little tough 
love (and apparently, receiving it from females or males made no fucking difference), and I've kissed and hugged 
and said more mushy-gushy shit to one man than | have to any and all women I've been intimate with in the 
past; but it's okay. 

Maybe this has been a long time coming. Duff is a very attractive individual and | [ike kissing and hugging and 
telling him mushy-gushy shit, because when | do it makes him smile and, well, Duff's smile is probably the 


best damn thing I've ever seen. 


Plus, I'm sure Freddie would be proud of me if he were to ever find out. I've accomplished a lot in my 


endeavors.. of the same-sex variety, anyway. 


Smiling a little wider, | resign to my boyfriends (that'll take some time getting used to) lotion-covered fingers, 


content for now with the way things have played out. It'll take time to fully become accustomed to the whole 
‘relationship’ thing, but l'm ready.. and Duff, | know, has been ready; for a long, long time. 


| also really want my fucking records back. 
Let the games begin. 


FIN. 


